
william Shakespeare Titus Andronicus (stc 22330) 






jS// 



f The moft lamentable Romame 

Tra^edieof Titus Andronicusi As it was plaid 
' by the right honorable the Earle ofDarbic, Earle 

ofPetnbrooke, and Earle of Suffer 
their Seruants. 

Enter the TribunW and Senatour saloftx And then enter 
SaturnimuW his followers atone doore, and Ballianus^ hv 
fo!lowers,witb Drum and Trumpet ft 

Saturninut* 

N Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right. 

Defend theiuftice of my caufe with armcs« 
AndCountrymen my louing followers. 

Plead my fucccfliue title with your fwords: 

I am his firft borne fonne,that was the laft 
That ware the ImperiallDiadem of Rome. 

Then let my fathers honours liue in mee, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 

Bajfiams. 

Romaines,fricnd$, followers, fauourers ofmy right. 

If c»ct "Be; jftauus Cafars fenne, 

"Were gracious iflthc eyes of royall Rome, 

Keepe then this paflage to the Capitoll, !;.• 

And fuffer not dilhonour to approch, 

The impemll feat to vertue, confecrate 
To Suffice, continence, and Nobilitie : 

But let defert in pure ele&ion Ihine, 

And Romaines fight for freedome in your choice. 

A a Jid'i treat 
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Tkz ynojl UfflsftPithlc 'VfJgidis 

/ 

LMarcus Andromctismth the Crovne* 
Princes that ftriue by factions and by friends 
AmbitiouflyforRulcand Emperie, 

Know thatthe people of Rome for whomc ws Rand 
A fpeciall Partie,haue by common voyce. 

In eleiiion for the Romainc Emperie 
Chofen Andronisus, furnarried Piuty 
For mamy good and great defertsto Rome s 
A nobleman, a braucr warriour, 

Liues rot this day within the Citty walls. 

H'eby the Senatcisaccited home, 

From weary warres agaiafi the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) 

Hath yoakt a nation llrong, traind vp in Armes. 
Tenneycaresarefpentfincefirfthe vndertcoke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifed with Armes 
Our enemies-pride : Fiue times he hath return.] 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes. 

3n Coffins f ro tn the field, 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returnes the good Aadroweus to Rome, 

Renowned Ti'wiflouri firing in Armes, 

X.et vs intreat by honour.ofhis name.-, 

Whomc worthily you would hauenow fucceede. 

And in the Capitoll and Senatesright, 

Whomc you pretend to honour and adore. 

That you withdra w you, and abate your flrength, 
Difratffc ’/our followers, andas filters fhould, 

Plead yourdtfertsin peateand humblcncs. 

Saturnww. 

How faire the Tribune fpeakes to calms my thoughts. 

8aj*t#Kf*r . 

Aridronktih fo ^ doc 
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ofT 'to i4 An d*onic'M* 

In thy vprightr.e* and integrity, 

And fol loue and honour thee and thine. 

Thy noble brother 7Wrand his fonnes. 

And her to whonie my thoughts are humbled all. 

Gracious Lauitua, Romes rich Ornament, 

That I will heerc difir ilfe my louing friends : 

And to my fortunesand the peoples fauour, 
Commitm.ycaufeinballanceto be waid. Exit Seulait 

SAtnrnims, 

Friends, t hat hauebeene thusforward in my right, 

I thankeyou all, and heere difmifle you all, 

And to the lone and fauour of my Country, 

Commit my fel fc, my perlon , and the caufe *. 

Rumebeasiulf andgracipusvntome. 

As ] am confident and kinde to thee. 
Openthegatesandletmcin. 

‘Balcunus, Tribunes and me a poore Competitor* 

They go c vp into 1 he Senate hettfe* ... 

EnteraCaptaiae, 

Rcmaires make way, the good A»d.yonictti-, ~ 

Patron of vertue, Ron es bell Champion : 

Succcsfiitl in the bartaiks that he figh tes, 

'V ith honour 3rd with fortune is retufnd, 

From where he fircumfcribed with his fword* 

And brought to yoake th e enemies of Rome, 

/ 

Sound Drrmmts and Trumpet!, and then enter two sf Titus 
fonnes, and then two men bearing a Cojfincouenehdtb blackest hi n 
two other fonnes, then Titus A ndronices.^ then T arn-71'a the 
Qucene vjGothts and her ni 0 forties, Chiron ana Demetrius, 
mth Aron the More,and othtUyis many M e*n bey.Unfrt down* 
In- G'.jjin* and Yims/pcA^d 




Tit tit 



The mofl lamentable Trage die 
Tttuu Haile Rome, victorious in thy mournining freed** 

Loeas the barkc that hath difchargd his fraught, 

Recurncs with precious lading to the bay, ** 

From whenceal firft ffie wayed her anchorage: 

Commcth Andronicus bound with Lawrell bowC% 

To refalute his country with his tcares, 

Tearcs oftrueioy for his returnc to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 

Romaines, of fiue and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliueand dead l 
T hefe that iuruiue, let Rome reward with loue : 

The fc t ha 1 1 bring vnto th eir lateft home, 

■With buriall amongft their aunceftors. 

Heere Gothes haue giuenme leaue to (heath my fword, 
Titui vnkindc, and careles of thine owne, 

Why fuflferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet. 

To houcr on the drcadfull ffiore of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 



They open the Tombed 

Th ere greete in filence as the dead are wont, 

And lleepein peace, flainc in your Countries warres : 
O facred receptacle of my ioyes. 

Sweet Cell ofvertue andNobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofmine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to memore? 

Lucius . Giue vs the proudeft prifonerofthe Gothes, 
That we may hew hislimbes,andop a pile 
-Ad wanst sfratrum ,(&cx\£\cc\\h flefli : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bones y 
That fo the fhadowes benot vnapeafd. 

Nor we difturbd with prodigies on earth. 



vf Titus Andronicus'. 

' Titus « I giue himyou, thenobleft that furuSfreS, 
The eldeft fonne of his diftrefted Queene* 
i Tamo . Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conqueror* 
Victorious Titus, rue the tearesl fhed, 

A mothers tcares in paffion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were eucr deere to thee. 

Oh thinkemy fonne to be as deere to mec. 

Suffice th not that we are brough t to Rome 
To hcautifiethy triumphs, and returnc 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 

Butrouftmy fonnes beflaughtered in theftreetes, 

For valiant doings in their Countries eaufe f 

0 if to fight for king and common wcale, 

Were piety in thine, it is in thefe: 

Andronicus ftainenot thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neerethe nature ofthe Gods # 

Draw neere them then in being merciful!. 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 

Thrice noble 77:/w fparc my firftbor ne fonne. 

Titus. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 

1 here arc their brethren, whome you Gothes beheld 
nJiue and dead y and for their bretfeeren flainc* 

Religioully they aske a ftcrifice : 

To this your fonne is mark t anddie he muff 

T appea fe their groning ffiadowes that arc gone. 

And W 'i h h “ “ d ” ak ' " 

And vyah our fwords vpon a pileofwood, 6 

Let j hew his hrobes till they be cleanc confumde. 

Exit 7 ttsts founts with Alarbus . 

Temcra O crucll irreligious piety. 

T)eme’ n n 3S r balfe fo barbarous* 

me. Oppofe , lct Scythia toambitiousRomc, 

T“> ‘ rd 

1 o tremble vnder Tim tht earning loo ke. 



Then 





V 

The mojl lamentable Tragedy 

Then Madam Rand refolu’d,but hope withal! 

The felfe fame Gods that armdc the Quecnc ot lroy * 

With Qportmiieie offhatpe reuenge 
Vponthe Thracian Tyrant in hisTcr.t, 

Mayfauotir T^^r^thcQuceneofGothcSf 

(WbcnGothes wereGothes.and T*t»ora,\v as Queette) 

T-> quit the bloody wrcngsvponbetfocs. \ 

Enter t he jonnet of Androvieus agame. 

Lucius, See Lord and fatferhow we haue performd 
Our Ronaainerightes, AlarbusY\ta\s% arc lopt, 

And intralsfeede the facrififing fire, 

Whofe frookc hkc incest doth perfume the skie« 

Remameth nought but to interreour brethereo, 

And with lowd larum* welcome them to Rome. 

Thus, l et it be fo, and let Andrtnicut 
Make this his latch farewell to theyr foules. , 

Sound trumpets, stud Up the Coffin tn the Tombu 
In peace and honour reftyeu hecre my fonnes, 

Rotr.es readieft Champions, repofe y ou here mrclt 
Secure from worldly chaunces andituinaps . 

Herelurks no treafon, her eno enuie fwcls. 

Here grow no damned grudgges.here are no {formes. 

No noyfe, but'fitence andeternall fleepe, 

e and honour reft > ou heere my fonnes . 

Enter Li tuinia. 

uauu In peace and honour. Hue Lord Titusl ong, 

My noble Lord and Father liuein fame . 

Loe at this Tombern y tributarie teares, 

I render for my brethcrens obfequies t 

at thy feete tkneele, with teares oftoy 
on the earth for thy rcturi'eto , 

O blcfle me hccrc with thy vittcwious hand, 

ufc fortunes Roweshtb Citizens appUold. , 
tus. Kind ijm , that haft thus Wng'y r«l« ^ 
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ofTitiis Andronicus, 

The corcl i all of mine age to glad my haft, 
inline, outliue thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames cternall date for vertuespraife. 

Marcus. LongliueLord Titus, my beloued brother, 
rivarions triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

T tt us Thankes gentle Tribune, noblebrother Marcus 
Marcus. And welcome Nephews from fucceffull wars, 
Youthac fur uitiCj and you that fleepe in fame : 

paire Lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your Countries feruice drew your fwords* 

But fafer triumph is this funerall porope. 

That hath afpirde to S olons happines. 

And triumphs ouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Tit us Andr omens, the people of Rome, 

■Whofe friendin iuftice thou haft euer bene, 

Sendthceby mctheirTribune and their truft. 

This Palliatncnt of white and fpotlefle hue. 

And name thee in eleftion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late deceafed Empcrours fonnes s 
Be findtdatus then, and put it on, 
AndhclpetofetaheadonheadlesRome. 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that lhakes for age and feeblencs : 

What fhould I d’on this robe and trouble you. 

Be chofen with proclamations to day. 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bu fines for you all. \ : 

Rome l haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and t w enty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flainc manfully in Arroes, 

In right and feruice of their noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftafFe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to concroule the world, 

B ypnght 
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TbemojllamemableTragedic 

Vpright he held itLords, that held itlaft. 

Marcus. 7*V#f,thou (halt obtaine and aske the Emperiifc, 

Satur. Proud and ambitious Tribune canft thou tell? 

Titus. Patience Prjnce Saturntnus. 

Satur. Romaines doe me right . 

Patricians draw your fwords and (heath them not 
Till Saturn inns be Romes Emperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert (hipt to hell, 

Rather thenrob me of the peoples harts* 

Lucius. Pro ud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Princel will reftore to thee 
Thepeoples harts, and weane them from thetnfelucr. 

Bi'fiMH. Andranicus, I doe not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till [ die s 
My fafbon if thou ftrengthen wiih thy friend, 

I will mod thankfull bc,and thanks to men 
Ofnoble mindes, is honorable roeede; 

Titus. People of Rome, and people* Tribunes here, 

I aske yourvoycesand ycurfufffages, 

/ Will you beftow them friendly on Andrettivut? 

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andr emeus. 

And gratulate his fafe returoe to %onse. 

The people will accept who roe he admits. 

Tstus. TribnnesI thankeyou,and thisfutelmakc. 
That you create your Emperour s eldeft fonne, 

Lord i’^;«r»/»e,whofcvertues will! hope, \ 

Rsflefton^/wf as Ty tan* rayes on earth, 

And ripen iuftice in this common vvealc : 

Then ifyou will elett by my aduife, 

Crownchim, and fay, long line our Emperour. 

Afanus. *An. With voyces and applaufe of cucry fort, 
Patricians and Plebcans wc create 
Lord Saturninm Romes great Emperour. 

And 



o c Tim Andronicus. 



I eiuc th ec thankes in part ofthy deferts. 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlcne* : 

And for an enfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lauinta will I make my Empreflc, 

Bomestoy all Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 

And in thefacred Pathan her efpoufe ! 

Tell me Andromeus doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Titus. It doth my w orthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grate* 

And heere in fight ofRomc,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale, 

The wide world* Emperour, doe I confcerate, 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prifoners, 

Prefents well worthy %omes iropcriallLord : 

Rcceiue them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honeuts Enfigne* humbled at thy feete* 

Satur. Thankes noble Titui,Fathcr of my life. 

How proud lam of thee, and ofthy gifts 
Rome fhall record, and when I do forget 
The lead ofthefevnfpcakable deferts, 

Romans forget youffealtie to me, 

Tttus, Now Madam are you prifoner loan Emperour, 

To him that for your honour and your ftatc, 

Will vfe you nobly andy our followers. 

Satur. A gooly Lady, truft me ofthe hue 
That I would cboofe, were 1 to choofe a new : 

Cleerc vp faire Queene that cloudy countenance. 

Though chanccof war hath wroughtthh changeofchcere, 
Thou coo.fi not to b c made a fcoi ne in Rome: 

Princely (hall be thy vfage euery way* 

B 2 Reft 



And fay, Hue eur Emperour Saturnine. 

Saturn. Tttus A»dromcut,iox thy fauours done* 



Siturut. 

Tn«iin our elettion this day. 
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7 be mo [l lamentable TrAge die 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 
Daunt all yourhopes:Madamehe comforts you, 

Can Hnakeyou greater then thaQueene of Gothesi 
Lauinia you arc not difpleafd with this. 

Laimia. Notl my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satur. Thankesfwecte Lauinia, Romans let vs goe, 
Raunfomlcs he ere ive fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trunape and Drum. 
Bafsianus. Lord Thus by your leaue, this maid is mine, j 
Titus, How fir, are you inearneft then my Lord* 
Bafsia. I noble Titus, and refolu’d withall, 

T o doe my fel fe this rea fon and this righ t. 

Marcus, Suum euiauam is our Romaneiuftice, 

This Prince in iilftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will and (hall, if Lucius line. 

Titus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Empcrours gardf 
Treafon my Lord, Lamniais furprifde. 

Satur. Surprifde.by whom®? 

'Bafsia. By him that iuftly may 
Beare his betrothd.from all the world away. 

^Mutius. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword Ilekeepethisdoorefafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and lie foone bring her back. 
Mutius. My Lord you paffe not heere. 

Titus . What villaine boy, batft me my way in Rome? 
Mutius Helpe Lucius helpe. He kills bins. 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft.and more then fo, 

In wrongful! quarreil you haue flaiaeyour fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnesofmine. 

My Tonnes would neuer fo difhonour me. 

Tray tor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead ifyou will but not to be his wife# 

That is auothers 1 a w ful i p romi ft 1 oue » 



ofTimAndronicm] 

Enter ahft the Emperour with Tamara and her two 
femes* and Aron the Moor*. 

Emperour, No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 

Jle trufl by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, north y trayterous haughty Tonnes, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine} Full well Andronicut 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud braggeef thine, 

That faidft I begd the Empire at thy hands. 

Titus. O monftrous, whatreprochfull words are thefe? 

♦ Satur. Butgoethy wayes,goegiuethatchangingpcece. 
To him that flourifhtfor her with his fword : 

A valiant fonne in law thou Thalt enioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy la wleffe Tonnes, 

To ruffle in the Commonwealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe wordsare razors tomy wounded haTt. 

Batur And therefore louely Tamora Queeneof Gothes, 
That like the (lately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant'd Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tamora for roy Bride, 

And will create thee, EroperefleofRome. 

Spcafee QuceneofGothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all thc Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieftandholv water are foneere. 

And tapers burnefo bright, and euery thing 
In readinesfor Hymeneus (land, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climemy Pallace,til from forth this place, 

I leadcfpoufdemy Bride along with me. 

Tamora. And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fweare, 
It S aturmne aduance the Qucene of Gothes. 

P 3 Shce 
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The mofi lamentable T ragedic 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A Kfend L»rd V ceonW 

Your noble Emperovw and his louely Bride, 

Sentbv the heartens for Prince Saturnine, 

Whofe wifdomehath her Fortune conquered 

There fliall * conhmnulc our fpoufaUr,,^ ^ 

Titus. I am not bid to waitc vpon thisBride, 

Thus when wert thou wont to walkealone, 

DilhoHouredlhusanclchaUcBgedofrvroogsJ 
Enter MinH.MiT.rn fames. 

Marcus. OTstuskc iO fee whatthou haft done! 

Tn a bad quarrell (Dine a vertuous fonne. 

1 Trus. No foolilh Tribune, no :No fonneofminc, # 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede. 

That hath dishonoured all our 
Vnworthv brother, and rn worthy Tonnes. 

\.m>. Bui 1« « S iuc him ^ruU »r b ' c » ra ' !: 

Giue Mums buriall without bretheren. 

Tttus. Tray tors away, he refts not«n this tomoe. 

This monument fine hundrethy care* hat » 

R.irv him where you can he comes not heere. 

B Marcus. My Lord this ‘^P ict £g 
My N ephew CMuttus deeds do plead for , 

He muft be buried with his bretheren. 

Tttus two forma ffeaket. 

***** \ 

T tt ns fame fp?ak e!i 



Titus fame fpeak.es t 

He that would vouch it in any place but eere. 



Titus. 



■■ 



' 







ofT hua Andronicus. 

Tttus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. Nonoble Titus but intreat ofthee, 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tttus. CMarcus, Euen thou haftftroke vpon my creft, 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded, 
Mv foes Idoc repute you cuery one. 

So trouble roe no more, but get you gone. 

3 . Sonne. He is not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes tyeelr. 

(JWartns. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead 
2 .Sonne. Father.atid in that name doth naturefpeake. 
Tttus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpeede. 
sJMur. Renowned Titus more thenhalRmy foule. 
Latins , Deare Father, foule and fubftance c f vs all* 
Ltfarc. Suffer thy brother UWarcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in venues neft. 

That died in honour and Laumios eaufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Gre ekes vpon aduife did bury A' ax 
That flew hknlelfe : and wife Laertes fonne. 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals* 

Let not young Mu ius thea that was thy iov. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Tttus, Rife Marcus^ rife, 

The difmalftdayis t his that ere I faw. 

To be dilhonored by my fonnes in Rome .* 

Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

, They put himtn the Tombe. 

TiiwV liethy bones fweet Jlduttses with thy friends 

vv e With Trophees do adofnc thy tombe . 

\T They all kyteele and fay. 

No maa (Std tcares for noble Mm!„, ' 

lues ln that tilde in vertues eaufe. 

Exit 
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The mofi. lamentable Trdgedie 

Exit all but Marcus andTiW. 

(3f arcus. My Lord to ftcp outofthefe dritje du p > 

How coHics it that the fubtflc Queeneof (jotpes, 

Is of a fodaine thus aduancd R 01 ? 1 ® ‘ • - 

Titus, 1 know not Marcus; but I know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can ted , 

Is /he not thenbchddingtpthcman, 

Xhatbrought her for this high good turnelo tarre- 

c . t L e Emperor, Tamora and b:r two founts, with the Mem 
atenfdoore. Enter at the other doore Ba[ssanutand 
LaUWA Wtb OtfOcYS. 

Sam.. 

f> v all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

T^iis noble Gentleman) Led r„«,hc=,c. 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong d, 

bzealo.oyoo.andh.shlyBoo'-ltow**- T, 



ofTttW An dronktkh 

To be controold in that he frankcly gaue, 

Receaue him then to fa uour Saturnine, 

That hath expreft himfclfe in all hisdeedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. . 

Titus. Prince Baftiarsut lcane to plead ray deeds s 
Tis thou, and thof e, that hauc difhonoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How 1 hauc loud and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora. My worthy Lord ifeuer Tamer a. 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine* 

Then hcare me fpcake indifferently for all : 

And at my fute ( fweete) pardon what is paft. 

S*tur» What Madam , be difhonoured openly* 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora . Not fo my Lord, the Gods ofRome for fend 
I fhoifld be Author to dishonour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake. 

For good Lord 7V/»/innoc«iccin all : 

Whofefury not diffembled fpcakes his griefes % 

Then a t my fute looke gracioufly on him* 

Loofe not lo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe. 

Nor with fowre looker afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, beruld by me, be wonne atlaft, 

Diflemble all your griefes and difeontents. 

You arc but newly planted in your Throne, 

Leafl then the people, and Patricians too, 

V pen a iuft furuay take Titus pars, 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yeeld a t in treats, and then let me alone 
He finde a day to maflacre them all. 

And race their fa&ion and their familie, 

I he crudl Father, and his traytrousfennes, 

I o w home I-^iied for ray decrefonneslifc* 



The mojl lament allcTr age die 

And nsakethcm know what tis to let a Queen® 

Kneelein the ftreetes, and beg for grace in vainc» 

Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Andronicus ) 

Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart. 

That dies in tempeft of thy angry frowne. 

IOng. Rife Turn, rife, my Empreflc hath prcuaild. 

Thus, Ithankeyour maieftie, and herroy Lord. 

Thefe words, thefe lookes, infufenewlife in me. 

Tamara. Titus lam incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And muft aciuife the Emperourfor his good. 

This day all quarrels die Andronicus, 

Andletitbemine honour goad mv Lord, 

That I hauc reconcil’d your friends and yon. 

For you Prince Bafsianus, I hauepaft 
My w ordand promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mi! de and trattable. | 

And fearc not Lords : and you L auinia, 

By my aduifeall humbled on your knees. 

You lhall aske pardon of his Maieftie. 

All, Wedoe,andvow co!)eauen,andtohishighncj, 
Tha t what we did, was mildly as we might, 

Tendring our lifters honour and our o wne. 

C Marc. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 

King. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 
Tamert.tizy, nay, fweet Emperour, we muft all be friends 
TheTribuneand hixNephews kneelcfor grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus, for thy fake and thy brothers hecrc. 

And at my loucly Tamoras intreats, 

1 doc remit thefe young mens hay nous faults, 

Stand vp: Lauinia, though you left me likcachurle, 

1 found a friend, and fare as death I (wore, 

I would not partaBatchiierfrom the prieft. 



of Tim Andronkm] 

Trtme if the Emperour* court can fcaft two Brides* 

You are mV and your friends : 

This day lhall be a lone-day Tamer a. 

Titus Tomorrow and ltpleafeyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with roe, 

With horneand hound, w cele giue your grace bon lour, 
Saturn. Be it fo Titus , and gratnercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets, manet Moore. 

Aron. Now climeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 

Safe outof Fortunes Ihot, and fits aloft. 

Secure of thunders crafkeor lightning flafli, 

Aduanc’d abouepale enuies threatning reach. 

As when the golden funne falute* the roornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops thcZodiacke in his gliftering coach, 

And ouer-lookcs the higheft piering hills. 

So Tamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite. 

And vertueftoopesand trembles at her frown®, 

Then ^renarme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 
Tomountaloftwiththy Empcriall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner heldjfettred in amorous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Arons ch arming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tide to Caucafus. 

Away with flauilh weedes and idle thoughrs, 

I will be bright and ftiine in pearle and gold, 

T o waite vpon this new made Emperefle. 

To waite faid 1 ? to wanton with this QueenC, 

This Goddefle,thisSemerimis, this Quecne, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And fechisfhipwracke,and his Common- vveales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this 

Enter (f hirers and Demetrius brauiug. 

C 2 Demet. 
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met. Chiron thy yeres want* wit, thy wit wants edge 
manners to intrude where I am gracd. 

And may for ought thou knoweft affefted be. 

Chiron, Demetrius , thou dooft oucrweer.c in all, 
Andfoin this, to beare me downs with braues, 

Tis not thcdifferer.ceofayereortwo 
Makes me leffe gracious, or thee more fortunate t 
lamas able, and as fit as thou, 

To feme, and to deferue roy Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vponthee frail approue, 

And plead my paffions for Lemmas loue* 

Moore Clubs, clubs, thefc louers will not keep the peace* 
*ZW. Why boy, although our mother (vnaduizd) 
Gaue you a daunfing rapier by your fide, 

Are youfbdcfprat growne to threat youririends. ? 

Goetoo :haue your lath glued within your (heath* 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron. Meanc while fir , with the little skill I haue. 

Full well fhalt thoupercciue how much I dare* 

Demet. I boy, grow yefo braueJ theydraw. 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 

So neere the Empcrours pallace dare you draw , 

And maintainc fuch a quanell openly > 

Full well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 wouldnotforamilliontfgold, 

Thecaufe were knowne to them it mofl concern e£* 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo difronoredinthe Court of Rome. 

For frame put vp. 

Derm t. Notl,tillIhauefreathd 
My rapicrin his bofome, and withall 
Thrnft thsfe reprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd in my dishonour he ere. 

Chiron. For that I am prepaid, andfullrcfolude, 



ef T hue Andronicuf. 

Foulefpoken Coward,that thundreff with fry tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing durftperformc. 

Moors. Away I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike gothes adore, 

This petty brabble will vndoo rs all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you not ho w dangerous 
It is to iet vpo n a Prin ces righ t ^ 

What is Lauinia then become foloofc. 

Or Bafsianm fo degenerate, 

That for her loue fuch quarrelsmay be broehf. 

Without confroulement,iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware,andfrould the EmprefTcknow 
Thisdifcords ground, themufickc would not pleafe. * 
Chiron. I care not I, knew fre and all the world 
1 loue Lamiia more then al 1 the worl d. (choife 

JDemet, Youngling learne thou to make fome meaner 
isAHwiais thine elder brothers hope# 

Moore. Why are yemad ? or know ye no tin Rome, 

How funoju sand impatient they be 3 
And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

r“2°^°rc dwou Joe y°“' 

Aron > To atchieue her, how ? 

£l metri ' Wi, y, thou it fo ftrange? 
fhee, a woman, therefore may be woo’d, 

Shee !! / woman » therefore may be wonne, 
thcrcforc be loud. 

Then wom rKi 3tCr §lideth by 
OfTZT l eM ?J l erof, a nd eafie it is. 

Though °J? e * ea ,uc we knows 

Better dienft be tflcEm P ero « r s brother, 
f hc hau e wornc Vrham badge. 

^ 3 Moore 







*1 be mo ft Uwefttahlc T t Agcdic 

Metre. Ij and as good as Srffwr »<»* tnay. 

DeZet. Then why fhould-he difpaire ihat knowes to 

With words, fairelookes, and liberality? (courtit 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doc, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe? 

Moore Why then it fieemes fomccertaine lnatch or fo- 

Would ferue your turnc*. 

Chiron. Ifotheturne wereferued. 

*Dcmet. /Iron thou haft hit it* 

Moore. Would you had hit ittoo. 

Then fhould notwebetirdc withthisadoo. 

Why harke y e«,harke y ee, and arc you lu ch too cs, 

To fquarc for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhouldfpcede? 

Chiron. Faith not me. 

Dewet. Nor me, fo I were one. 

Ann. For fhamc be friends, and loync for that you ur, 
Tis pollicieand ftratageme muft doc 
That you affeft, and fo muft you refolue, 

That what you cannot as you would atchicue, 

Ycu muft perforce accomplifh as you may s 
Take this of me* Lucnce was not more chait 
Then this hamnia^&fstanus loue. 

A fpeedier courfethislingnnglangmfhment 

Muft we perfue, and l haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folemnehunting is in hand, 

There will the loucly Roman Ladies troopc t 
Tbefoireft walkes are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there arc, 

Fitted by kindc for rape and villanie % 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrikeher home By force if not by words, 

This way or not at all, ftand you in hope, 

Contfij come, cur EmprefTe with her facred wit 



of T ittts An dronicus 1 

To villanie and vengeance confccratc. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And Ihe Ihall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fuffer you to fquarc your felues, 
Buttoyourwilhes height aduanccyou both. 

The Emperours court is like the houfe of fame, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, ofeares : 

The woodsarcruthlesjdreadful^deafe, and dull : 

There fpeakej and (take braueboyes.andtakeyour turnes. 
There ferue your luftj /hado wed from hcauens eye, 
Andreuell in Laninias treafurie. 

[' Cfriron. Thy counfell lad fmells of nocowardife. 

Demet. Siifasdutnefas->t#\ I finde theftreame, 

To cook this heat, a charme to calme their fits . 

P tr Sttgiafler manes V thor. Exeunt. 



£»/rrTitus Anironicusand his three tnahjng i 

a noyfe Kith hounds and homes, 

Titus. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray. 
The fields are fra grant, and the woods are greene, 

Vn couple heere, and let vs ma ke a bay. 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouz e the Prince, and ring a h unters peale, 

Thatall the court may ecchowiththenoyfc. 

Sonnes let it be your c barge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Empercursperfon carefully : 

Ihaucbene troubled in my fleepe this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath infpirdc. 

Heere a cry of koundet, and rvinde homes in a peale , then enter 
Satttrninut , Tamorat Taffi/wus L amnia, Chsron } D e- 
metr intend their Attendants. 

Man y g°od morrowestoyourinaieffie. 

Madam to you as many and as good . 1 i ■ 

Iprcmifedyour Grace, a Hunters peale. 



Satnr. 





JJ 
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T be moft lamentable Tragedie 

Saturnine* And you haue rung ic luftilymy Lords, 
Somewhat to early fornew married Ladies* 

Baffin. Lamm*-) how fay y ou <? (more , 1 

Lauinia , I fay no si haue bene broad awake twohoures& 
Satur* Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 

And to our fport: Madam, now (ball yc Tee, 

Our Remaine hunting. 

Marcus, I haue doggs my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the nigheft promontary top, 

Titus , And I haue horfe will follow where thegamc 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore theplaine. 

Deme, Cbironwe hunt not we, with horfe norhound 
But hope to plucke ajdainty Doe to ground, Smut, 

Enter Aron alette, 

Moore . He that had wit would thinkc that I had none, 

To bury fo much gold vnder a tree, 

And ncucr after to inherited. 

Let him that thinks ofmcfoabie&ly, 

Know that this gold mud coine a ftratagetne? 

Which cunningly effetted, will beget 
A very excellent pecceof villany : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their vnreft, 

That haue their alines out of the Empreffc Cheft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the (Moore, 

Tumor a. My louely^ro», wherefore look’d thou fad* 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft J 
The birdschaunt melody on euery bulb, 

The Snkke lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 
Thegreeneleaues quiuer with the cooling winde. 

And make acheckcrd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet lhade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds* 
Replying fiatilly to the ^cll tun’d homes, 

. ■ ■ 

':y- ■' r ' ^ V- 'll f'- "■ . 

!» 
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ofT itu* An dronicvA, 

a sifa double hunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit downe arid markc thei r y ellow ing no)' le : 

And after conflict fuchaswasfippofde 
The wandringP rince and Dido o :ice enjoyed, 

VVhen with a happy (forme they were furprifdc, . 
Andcurtatnd with a counfaile-kecping Caue, 

\Vemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

/ Onrpaftiniesdone) poflefle a golden dumber. 

Whiles hounds and hornes,and fweet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a N urfes fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her BabeafTeepe. 

Aron, Madame, though Venus gouerne your dcurcs* . 
Satnriie is dominator oner mine : 

What fignifies my deadly (landing eye, 

J\4yfiknce,andmy cloudy melancholic, 

My fleeceof Woolly hairethat now vncurleSj 
Euen as an Adder w hen die doth varowle 
To do fomcfatall execution ; 

NoMadaoijthefe are no veneriall fignes. 

Vengeance isin my heart, death in my hand, ‘ 

Blood and reuenge are bamroering in my head, 

Harke Tamorathe Emprefle of my foule, 

Which neuer hopes more heauen then reds in thee, 
Thisisthedayof doomc for Bafsianus, 
y&iiFhVomeltmQ. loofie her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity, 

And walii their hands in BaJJianus blood, 

ScellihbU this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

Andgiee the King thisfatall plotted fcrowlc* 

Now tjuedicnmeno n ore we areefpied, 

Heerecomesa parcell of our hopefull booty, 

Which dreads not yet their liues deftrudtion. 

Sitter Baflianus<t??d Lauinia 

Tamora, Ah my fweete Moore , fw ester ta me then life; 

D Moore, 










lilgil 
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Moore. No mcregreat Empreffo, Ttsfeiattut conies 
Be eroffc with him, and lie goe fetch thv fonnes ‘ 

Tobackethy quarrcll what foerc they tc. 

R sffi/rj Who hauc we heere? Romes rovallEroprefle 
v nfurniflu of our well befeeming troupe ? ‘ # 

Oris it £>;'*?» habited like her, 

Who bath abandoned her hoi yGroues, 

To fee the gcnerall hunting in thisForreft? 

Tamora , Sawciecontroulerofour priuate Reps, 

Had I the power, that fome fay D/*»had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefemly, 

With hornes as was Atieom^M the hounds. 

Should driue vpon hisne w transformed liiabcs, 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

Lamma. Vndcr your patience gentle Empreflk 
Tis thought you h^oea goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you, 

A.refingled forth to try experiments : 

lone Afield your husband from his hounds to day, 

T is pitty they fhouid take himfera Stag. 

B of sian. Belceue me Queenc your fwarty Cymcrion, 
Doth make your honour ofhis bodies hue, 

Spotted, detefted, and abhominable. 

Why areycufequcflredfrom all your traine? 

Difmountedfrom your fnow white goodly fteed. 

And wandred hither to an obfcureplot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moore , 

Iffooledefirc had not conduced you ? 

Liuinia, And being intercepted in your fport. 

Great rcafon that toy noble Lord be rated 
For fatifines, I pray you let vs hence. 

And let her ioy her Rauen coloured loue. 

This valley fits thepurpofe pafling well, 

BtifsK. T he King my brother Hull fjaue notice of this. 



of Tittu An dtoniaisl 

u n \MA. I,for thefe flips hauc made him noted long, 

Good King be fo mightily abufed. 

Quetue* Why I ha ue paticnceto endureall thi*. 

rEnter Chiron andDemetrittt, 

Vem. How now deerefoueraigne & our gracious mother 
WhY doth your Highnes looke fo palc.and wan? 

O m ne. Hauelnotreafon thinke you tolookepalc 
Tliefc twohaue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale y on fee it is. 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and lean^ 
Orecotncwith mode and baleful 1 Miffelto. 

Heere neuerfhines the Sunnc, heere nothingbrceoij 
Vnleflcthc nightly Owlcor fatall Rauen : 

And when they fhowdme this abhorred pit. 

They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thotifandfeinds, a thoufand hifling fnakes, 

Tcnthoufand fwelling toades, as many vrehms, 

Would make fuch fear efull and confufed cries. 

As any mottall body hearing it , , 

Shoulddtaitcfall mad, or clfe diefuddamely. 
Nofoonethadthey told thishclliditale, , 

But drait they told me they would biodenae heere, 

Vnto the body of a difmall Ewe, 

Andleaueme to this miferablc death* 

And then they calldme foulc adulterede, 

Lafciuious Goth, and all the bittereft tearmes, 

Thateuereare did heart to fuch effeft. 

Andhad you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed s 
Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe ye not henceforth cald my children. • 

Hemet . This is a witnes that I am thy fonne. flab hint* 
Chiron * And this for me ftrook home to fhew my nrength 
I come Scmeramis,nay Barberou* Tamora. 

Di " Fof 




The mfl lamentable Tr age die 

For noname fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tamora. Giuc me thy pony ard, you flial know my hove* 
Your mothers hand /hall right your mothers wrono-. * 
Dtmei. Suy Madam. heerc is more belongs to her^ 
i iiftthrafbthecorni.thenafterbur'netheftraw ; * 
Thisminion flood vpon herchaflity, 

Vpon hcrNupria'.l vow,herloya!cie. 

And with that painted hope, brauesyourmightmes, 
Ar.dflialJ /he carry this vnto her grauc? * 

Chpren. And if ihe doe* I would I were an Euenuke, 
Drag hence her husband to fomefecreth ole, 

And make his dead trunke pillow tooui luff, 

Tam-f/a. But when ye haue the honny we defire. 

Let not this wafpe out-liue vs b ,th to fling. 

Chtron. I warrant you Madam we will make that fare* 
Come miflris, now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preftrued honeftie of yours, 

Ly.mnU . OxTamora, thou beared a womans face, 
Tamora'. Iwillnotheareherfpeake, away withher. 

Lauirta. Sweet; Lordsintreat her hearemebut a word. 
Bcmet, Liflenfaire Madam, let it be-your glory 
To fee her te^res, butbeyourhartto them ° 

As vnrelenting flint todrops ofraine. 

L'tumia. When did the! igers young ones teach the dam} 
O doe not learne/ier wrath, (he taught it thee, 

The n ilke thou fuckftfrom her did curneco Marble, 

Eucn ac thy teat thou hadfftby tyranny, 

Y'teuery Mother breeds not Armies alike, 

Dp thou intreat her fhew a woman pitty, (baftard 

k. i b>ron. What would ft thou haueme prouemy felfea 
1 is true, theKauen doth not hatch a Larke, 

Ter baud heard, Oh could Ifinde it now, 

The Lion moued with pitty, did indure 
To haue h> pr tacely pa w es parde ail away. 
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Some fay that Rauens fofter forlotne children. 

The whilft their owne birds famifli in their nelU : 
Ohbetome'though thy hard hat t fay no, 

Nothingfo kinde but fomething pittifull. 

TmorA. I know not what it meanes,away with her. 
luifiria. Oh let me teach thee for my fathers fake. 

That gauc thee life when well he might haue flame thee, 
Beootobdurate, open thy deaf? eares. ‘ 

Badft thou in perfonner* offended me, 

Luenfor hisfakeam 1 pittilelle. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth tcares in vainc. 

To faueyour brother from the facrifice, 

Butfierce An&romm would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The worfeto her, the better lou’d of me. 

Lauima. Oh Tamora be callda gentle Queene, 

And with thine own e hands kill mein this place, 
FortisnotlifethacI haue begdfolong. 

Pool e 1 w as flaitie w h en Huffianus dide. 

Tamora , What Brgft thou then? fond womanlst me goe? 
Laurna Tisprefent death Ibeg, and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my-tongue to tell, 

•Ohkeepem'e from their worfethen killingluft. 

And tumble me into feme loathfomc pit, 

Where neuer manseyemay behold my body* 
poethis and be a charitable murderer, 

Tamora, So fhouldl rob my fweet fon n es of thei r fee. 

No, let them fatiffie their luff on thee, 

Temet, Away, for thou hafHlaid vs heerc too long, 

T». u ***** S tacc J 00 womanhood, ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our eenerall name, 
v,onfmronlill — . (husband 

Cr.jton, Nay then He flop your mouth, bring theu her 
ahlsis tie hole where Aron, bid vs hide him. 

D z Tamora 

’ . ’ - . 

, ' ' ' ; • i' ■ . 

' ____ 
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Tamora * Farewell my fonnes fee that you make berfi^t, 
Nerc let my hart know merry checre indeed. 

Till allthe Adronicitbc made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore* 

And let my (pleencfuU fonnet this Trull deflourc. 

Enter Aronwith two ofTttusfinnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothfomcpit. 

Where I efpied the Panther faftafleepe. 

Q 'nintits * My fight is very dull what ere it bodes* 
tJMart. And mine I promife you, were knot forlhamt, . 
Wcllcouldlleaueourfportto ficepcawhile* ' 

Quin. What arc thou fallen? what fubtile hole is this, 
Whofemouth iscouercdwith rude growing briers* 

Vpon whofc lcaues are drops of ncwlhedblood,' 

As frefh as morning s dc w diftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Spcakc brother haft thou hurttheewith the fall! 

Marti* Oh brother, withthe difmalft obieft, 
Thateuereye withfightmadehart lament. t 1 

Aron* Now will I fetch the King to finde theta heerei 
That he thereby may hauc a likely geffc. 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti * Why doll not comfort me and hclpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint* I am furprifed with an vneouth fearc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts* 

My ha;t fufpe&s more then mine eic can fee. 

M art. Toprouethou haft a true diuining hart* 

Aron and thou lookedowneinto this den, 
Andfccafearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quint* Aren is gone, and my comp aflionate h tft, 
Willaotpermitminceyesonceto behold, 

^The thing whereat it trembles by furmife a ^ * 



of Tim Andronicuil / 

Oh tell me how it is, for n ere til 1 no w 
Was I a child , to fcare I know not What. 

Martins. Lord Baftiamu lies embrewed heesc. 

All on a heape liketo a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darkc blood drinking pit. 

Quintus. Ifit be darkc how dooft thou know t is hei* 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wearc 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole: 

Which like a taper in fomemonoment, 

Doth fhine vpon the dead roans earthly checkes* 

And Ihewcs the ragged intrailcs of this pit : 

So pale did Urine theMooneon Piratnus, 

When he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden bloody 

0 brother hclpe me with thy fainting hand, 

Iffesre hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

. Out of this fell deuouring receptacle. 

As hate full as Orirw/mifhcroouth. 

Quin . Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may bepluckt into the fwallowing w ombe, 

Ofthis deepe pit, poore Bafinwus graue : 

1 haue no ftrength to pluc ke the c to the brink. 
c%?h»/.Norl no ftrength to dime without thy help" 
Quin. Thy hand once more, Iwillnecloofcagajne, 

T ill thou art heerc aloft, or I below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee* 

Enter the Emperour , Aren the Moore, 

Satur. Along with roe, lie fee what holeis hccre? 

And what he is that now is leapt in to it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didftdefcend, 

Jnto this gaping hollow ofthe earthy 
^rt/^.Lhevnhappicfonneofold^^r, 

Brought hithenn a molt valuckiehourei 
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The woji hmen table T r agedic 

To finde thy brother Htfiantis dead. f 

Sat a mi* My brother dead, 1 know thou dolt but left, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide oftbispleafant chafe, 

Tisnot anhourefince I left him there. 

<jMart‘, We know not where you left them 'all aliue, 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead. 

Enter T amor a. Androntctts and Lucius. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the .King ? 

King. Here Tamora^ho^b grieud wuh killing grteft, 
Tamora. Where is thy brother Bafsianus? 

King, Now tothebottomedoft thou fcarch my wound, 
Poore'S afianus heere lies rourthered, - 

Tamara. Thenalltoolatelbringthisfatalwrit. W 

The complot of this tinules Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic. 

She giueth Saturnine nLetteY, 



SatttfninHs read* the Letter • 
j4#difwetttijfe to meete him hanfemeljy 
Sweet ^^r/^wBaiTiaxius tis we meane, 
b*c thou fo much as dig the grade for him, 

Thau tyeveft our meaning, look for thy reward. 

Aatono the nettles at the Elder tree, 

Which ou‘er-(hades the mouth of that fame pit, 

Woere we decreed to bury Bafiianus, 

Dae this and purchase vs thy lafimgfnends.\ 

King. OhTamora was euer heard the like i 
This is the pit,and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs lfy on can finde the huntfman out, 

That foould haue murthered Safsianus heere. 

Aeon. My gracious Lord heere is tjic bag of gold. vL 






lv 









of T itus Anhonicus, 

Xing. Twoofthy’whelpe*,fell curs ofbloody kinde, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paine for them. 

Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing? 
How eafily murder is difeouered ? 

Titus. High broperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly Hied, 

That this fell fault ofmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfed, if the faults be proud in them. 

King. Ifitbeprou'de! you fee it is apparant, 

"Who found this letter, Tamoravsu it you? 

Tamora. Andronicus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Titus. Ididmy Lord,yetletmebetheirbailc e 
Per by sny Fathers rcuerent tornbe I vow 
They £hall be ready at your Highnes will, . 

T o aunfwerc their fufpition with their liues. 

King . Thou foalt not baile them, fee thou follow me^ 
Some bring the muTthered body, fome the murthcrers, 

Let them notfpeakea word, the guilt is plainc, 

For by my foulc, were there worfc end then death. 

That end vpon them foould be executed. **• 

Tamora. Andronicus I wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they foall do well enough, 

Tttus. Come Lucius come,ftay not to talke with them. 

Enter the Emprejfe/onnes, with Lauinia , her handscutoff 

and her tongue eut out) andrauifist. 
pemet. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cutchy tongue and rauifot thee. 

Chiron. Writedownethy minde, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And ifthy ftumpes will let thee play the feribe. 

Dtmet. See how with fignesand tokens foe canfcrowfo. 
fhiron. Goe home, call for fweet water, wsfothy hands. 

E &c?x<t. 



T he tnofi lamentable T cage die 

TUme*, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to walk, 
Andfoletslcaueher toherfilent walkes. 

Chiron . Andtwere my caufe,l ihould goe hang my felfe, | 
Demet.li thoufiadft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

E n ter A4 circus from hunting » ^ 

Who is this my Neecc that flies away To fafl} 

Cefenaword, where is yourhusband ? 

Ifl do dreame would ail my wealth would wake me, 

If I doc wake, Come Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may flumber in sternal! fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what Herne vngentle hands. 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare,. 

Of her t wo tranches, tisofc fvveet ornaments 
Wiipfe circling flwdowes,Kingshaue fought to fleepeiiJj 
And might notgaine fo great a happines 
As halfethy louc; Whydooft not fpcake tome i 
Alas,a crimfon nuerof warme blood. 

Like to a bublingfountaine ftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betwernethy Rofed lips, 

Comrnmg and going -with thy honny breath. 

But fire fomc Term h ch defloured thee, 

And leaf!: thou Ihouldft deleft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy race for iha-tue. 

And notwithftanding ail this lofFs oi bl >od, 

As from a Conduit with cheir lfluing fpouts , 

Yet doe thy cheekes loake red as T itansii.ee, 

Biufoing tobeencountred y*. uh a clowde. 

Shall l fpeake for thee, foall i'.ay tis fo 

Oh. that 1 knew thy hart, and knew the beafl, 

That lmightraile.it him toeafemy minde* 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 

X)oth burne the hart to cinders v here it is* 
paire Phdont-lUi\\e but loft her tongue, 

A ad in a tedious fa in pier lowed her mindc.< | 



ofThtuAndroMMsl 

Butlouely Neece, that meane is cut from thfi^ 

A craftier Teretts haft thou met, 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

That could ha ue better fowed then Pctlomel. 

Oh had the monfter feene thofe Lilly hands, 

TremblelikeAfpenleauesvponaLute, 

And make thefilken firings delight to kiffe hcm, 

He would not tbenhauetoucht them for his life. 

Or had he heardthe heatienly Harmony, 

•Which that f weet tongue hath i na <J« : 

He would bane dropt bis knife and fell ailsepe. 

As Cer^rm at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father bknde, 

Forfucha fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres itorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 

Whatwill wholcmonthsoftearrsthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backc.for we will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy mifery. ***** 

Enter the Meet and Senatourt with Tims two formes bound, 
faffing on the Stage to the place of execution, and Titus, going be* 

^ Titus. H care roe graue fathers, noble Tribu*esftay, 
Forpitty of mine age, whole youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilftyou fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell lhed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinklesinmy cheekcs, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofe foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethcy died in honours lofty bed. , 

' Artdromcu} hetk downe,andthe Judges pa ffe by him. 

F. <» ' F 01 



7be mofl Umentallc Tr&gedie 

For thefe, Tribunes, in the duftl write 

My h arts deepe languor, an d my foules fad tcarc* .• 

Lcr my tcares (f anch the earths drie appetite, 

My fennes f went blood, will make it fliaroc and blulh s 
O earth, I will befriend thceroore with rainc 
That {hail difhllfrom thefe twoancient ruincs, 

Then yourhfull Aprill fiiall with all his (howres. 

Jn Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee fhll 
In Winter with armeteares jUcmeltthefnow, 

And keepe eternall fpring tiffieort thy face, 

So thou refufe to drinke my deerc focnes blood. 

Enter Lucius, vexth his weaponjramie. 

Oh reuere*t Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbmde my fonnes,rcuerfc the doome of deaths 

And let mefay; (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble father yoularoent in vainc. 

The Tribunes hcarcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recountyour forrowes to a (lone. 

Thus. Ah Lucius for thy brotherslet mrp'ead, 

Graue T-iiunes.jOv.ee more lintrrat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpealc. 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did hcare 
Theyvyonld not roatke me, or ifthey did marke* '.A. 

All boot! effevnto them. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties torhe ftoncs, 

Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreffe, 

Yet in (bme fort they are better then the Tribunes, * 

For that they will not intercept my tale : 

"When 1 doe weepe,they humbly at ray fecte, 

Receiue my tcares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue wcedes, 

Rome could afford no T ribunc like to thefe . 







of Titui Andronicui, 

A (lone is foft as waxe, Tribunes more hard th*" 

A ftone is dent, and offendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen 
But wherefore flandlt thou with thy weapon drawnci 
Lucius. Torefcue my two brothers from their deaths 
For which attempt the Iudgcs haue pronounfl 
JV5y euerlaftingdoome of banifhmcnt. 

Thus. O happy man, they haue befriended 
Why foohlh Lucius, dofl thou not perceaue 
ThatRomcisbutawildernesofTigersI 
Tigers naufl prey, and Rome affords no prt 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourers to be banifhed ? 

But.who comes with our brother 

Enter Marcus and Lauitja. 
sJWarcus. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes toweene.. 

Or ifnot fo, thy noble heart to breake 
J bring confumingforrow to thine age. 

Titus. Willitccnfumeme? Let 
c JMatc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus. Why Marcus Co fhe is. 

Lucius. Ayeree, thiiobieffkilsme. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and look 
Speak cLauinia, what acc urfed hand. 

Hath madetbee handleflein thy Fathersfi^ht ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea?' ■ 

Or brought a faggot. to bright burning Troy ? 

My.griefe was at the height before thou camft, 

And now like Ay#i it difdaineth bounds: 
Oiucmeafword lie chop off my hands too, 
for they haue fought for Rome- and all in vaine 
And they haue nurd this woe, in feeding life: 
in boofelcUe pray cr haue they bene held vp. 

And they haue feru'd me to effeaieflc vfc. 

. ES 
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Them oft lamentable Tr age die 

Now alltheferuicelrequireofthcro, 

Js that theone will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lzuinia that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feruice, is but vaine. 

Lucius « Speake gentle filler who hath marterd thee ? 
tJMarcus. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with inch pleafing eloquence. 

Is tornefromforththatprttty hollow cage. 

Where like a fweet mellodiousbird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchauntmgeuery eare. 

Lucius, Oh fay tho u for her, who hath done this dede? 
cJWarc. Oh thus I found her ftrayjng in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide hcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was my Dearc, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead ; 

For now IftandasonevponaRock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by wa*^ 
Expecting cuer when fomeenuious furge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 
Heereftandsmy otherfonne^banifhtroan, 

And fieere my brother weeping at my woes, 

Butthat which giucs my foule the greateft fpamej. 

Is deere Lauinia , deerer thenroy foule. 

Had I but feenethy picture in this plight, 

It would haue madded me : what mail I doe, 

Nowe I bcholde thy liuely body fa? 

Thouhaftno hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor ton gue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothersare con^lemnde, and deadby this 
T-ooke Marcus, ah forme Lucius looke on her, 



o c Titm Andronicus . 

When I did name her brothers, then frelh teare»- 

Stoodonhercheekes,asdoththe honny dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie alinoft withered . (husband, 

CMarc, Perchanccfhe weepes becaufe they kild her 
Perchance becaufe fhe knoweshim innocent* 

Titus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull 9 
Becaufethclaw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no_ they would not doe fo f oule 'a deeds, 

Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes. 

Gentle Lanina let me kifle thy lips, 

Cr make fome figne how I may do thee cafe t 
Shall thy good Vndc, and thy brother Lucias, 

And thou and I fit roundabout fome Fountain©, 

Looking all downewards tobehoid our chetkes 
How they arelfaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmicry flime liftcnthenibyafiood. ? 

And in the Fountaioe fhail we gaze fo long, >' 

Tillih.t fiefhufte be taken from that cleerenes, „ 

And madeabrinepitwithourbitterteares ? 

Or fliall we cut iway our hands like thine ? 

Or fhail we bite our tongues,and indumbe fhcWS 
Pafte the remainder of our hatefull dales ? 

What (hall wc doc ? let vs that haus our tongues 
Plot fome deuifeoffurchcr miicry 
Tutnskt vs wondred at in time to come. 

Last. Sw-.etfdtherceafeyonr teares, forat your grief© 

See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. 

Matt. Patience decrc Ne/ce, good Tttus drie thine eyes*- 
Titus. Ah Mat cus, Mar cns, Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinks a tcare of mine, 

For thou poore man haft drowndit with thineow tie* 

Lhu. Ah my Laturtia I will wipe thy' cheekts, 

Mark Marcus rmt\csy 1 vndeiilandhcr fignes,- 
Jfitfc flic a tongue to fpe»-ke, now would fhc fay 

v That 
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Tbe moft lamintahlcTtdgcik 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 
HisNapkinwith hertrueteares all bewet. 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this ! x , 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from bliffe. 

Enter Aron the Moore alone. 

Moore . Titus Andromcui, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 

Let Marcus , Lucius, or thy felfe old Titus , 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that fhall b e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 3 
DideuerRancnfingfo likcaLarkc, 

That giucs fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoffl 
Tuctut. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thiowne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will feruc the turne, 

My youth can better fparc my blood then you. 

And thereforemine fhall faue my brothers liues. 
tJMarc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deft ruftion on the enemies Caftlc i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My hand hath benebut idle, let it feruc 
To raunfome my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue 1 kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore . Nay come agree whofe hand ihallgoc along, 
Porfearc they die beforetheir pardon coinc. 

Marcus. My hand fhall goe. 

Lucius. By hcauenit fhailnot goe'. 



of Tim Andronictu • . 



Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Marcus. Andfor our fathers fake, and mothers care. 

Now let mtfhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree between® you, I will fparc my hand. 

Lucm, Then He goe fetch an Axe. _ 

ejMarc. But I will vfetheAxe. Exttiut. 

Titus. Comehither Aron, He dcceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit,! will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I liue deeciue men fo : 

But 11c dcceiue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfe an hourc pane. 

Bee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe. 

Titus. Now ftay your ftrife, what Ihall be is difpatcht l 
Good Arcnpue his Maieftie my hand, 

Tellhim it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : That let it haue. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

Asiewels purchaft at an eafieprice. 

And yet deere too, becaufel bought mine o^vne. 

Aren. I goe Androntcus, andfor thy hand, 

Lookc by andby to haue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their headsl meane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 

Letfooles doe good, andfaire men callfor grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face. Exit, 

B V Thus 




r Titus'. Sirsftriueno more,fuchwithredliearbs ajthcf® 
Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 
t cw-*f P'.rW- iff <1,911 he thoucht thy fonne. 
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The waft lamentable Trdgedie 

Titnu OhecrcIIifttbisonehandvp to heauen* 

And bow thisfceblc ruine to the earth, 

If any power pitties wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would thou kneele with me? 

Doe then deare heart, for heauen fhall hcare our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dirame> * 
And ftainethe funne with foggeas fometime cloudes 
When they do hug him in their melting boforocs. 

Marcus . Oh hrother fpeake with polfibilitics. 

And do not breake into theie deepe extreames. 

Titus* Is not my forrow deepe, hauing nobottome? 
Then be my paffios bottomlefle with them# 

Marcus. But yet let reafon gouernethy lament. 

Titus. Ifthere were reafon for thefc miseries, 

Then into limits couldl bindc my woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow? 
If the windes rage, doth northefca waxmal, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolne face ? 

And wilt thou haueareafonfor this coile? 
lam the fea# Harkc how her fighes doe flow 
Sheeis the weeping welkin, I.the earth : 

Thenmtift my Sea be raoued with her fighes* * ' 
Then m uft my earth with her continual! teares,. 
Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 

For ivhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a, drunkard mufti vomit theni. 

T hen giueine Jeaue, for loafers will hane lea tie* 

To eafetheir ftomackes with their bitter tongues.. 

Enter, a mejfevger with txvo heads and a hand. 

M fffev. W orthy Andrcsticu r, ill art thou repaid-. 

For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour: 

Keere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes* 
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Exit: 



of Titus Andronicml 

An i Hceres thv hand in fcorne to thee fentbaclce : 
rt S theirfports: Thy resolution mockt : 

Sat «oe isme to thinke vpon thy woes 
More then remembrance of my fathersdeath # 

JfaL NowlethotBtnacooleinCicihe, 

And be my hart an euer-bummg hell . 

Thefe rniftries are more then may be bornc. 

To w««pe with them that w«pc, doth eafefomedcale, 

Rut forrow flouted at, is double death. 

L'-ct Ah that this fightlbouldmakc fo deepe a wound. 
And vet detefted lift not flninke thereat : 

Thateuer death fhould leclifc beare his name, 

Where life hath no more mtereft but to breath. 

Man. Alas poore hart thaekiffeis comfoitlefle, 

As frozen water to a ftaruedfnake. , 

Tans When will this fearefull (lumber haue anendJ 
CThr, Now farewell flatteric, die Judromcut, 

Thoudoft not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcere ? 

Thy other baniflit fhnne with thisdeere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodlefle, and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and nutnme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes, ( 

E ent of thy filuerhaire, thy other hand 

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this dil mdl fight 
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ftorme, why artthou (till ? 

Titus. Ha,ha,ha, . . , 

Mart. Why doft thou laughfit fits not with this houre* 
Tuns. Why I hauenot another teareto (hed : 

Befides, this forrow is an cnemic, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares* 

UP lien nrtat rn nil 4 firirlp R § C! 




Themojl lamentable T ragedie 

For the fe two heads doe feeme to fpeake tdrhe, 

And threat me, I /hall neuer come to blifte. 

Till all thefemifchiefes be returnd againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them* 
Come letmefeewhattaskel haue to doe, 

Yoh heauie people, circle me about, 

T hat I may turne me to each one of you, 
Andfwearevntomy foule to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

And in this handtheothcr will I beare. 

An d Lauinia thoulhalt bcimploydinthefe Armes, 
Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweens thy teeth { 
As for thee boy ,goe get thee from ray fight. 

Thou art an Exile, ai>d thou muft not flay, 

Hie to the Gothes , and raife an army there, 

And if you louenie, as 1 thinke you doe, 

Let’s kifle and part,for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt, 

Lucius, Farwell Andronicus my noble Father} 

The wofulft man that euer liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe, 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Lautnta my noble filler, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft bene, 

But now nor Lucius nor LaumtaVmes 
But in obliuion and hatefall griefes : 

If Lucius Vmche will requite vour wrongs, . 

And make proud Saturnine and his EmprelTc 
Beg at the gates like Tar quin ini his Queene, 

Now will 1 to the Gothes and raife a power. 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine* 



Exit Luciut, 



of Tim Aadronictts. 

Enter Lucius fonne and Lauinia running after him , and 
the hoj flits from her wit h his b takes vnder 
his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus, 

Puer, Helpe Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lauinia, 

Folio wes me cuery where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle M arcus fee howfwift/he comes, 

Alasfweet Aunt, 1 know not what you meane. 

Marcu, Stand by me Lucius, doe not feare thine aunt, 
Tttus. Sheloucs thee boy too well to dothceharme. 

Puer. I when my father w as in Rome /he did. 

Marcus Whatmeancsmy NeeceL**/«»*by thefefignes? 
Titus. Feareher not L«rr#/fomewhat doth fhe meane. 
Ste Lucius fee, how much fhemakesofthee: 

Some whether would fhehaue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Red to her Tonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poctiy, and TulliesOratour } 

Canft thou not gefle v\ herefore /he plies thee thus? 

Puer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I geffe, 

V nlefl'e fome fit or frer.zie do poflefle her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know ray noble Aunt, 

Loues me as dearc as ere ray brother did. 

And would notbutinfury fright ray youth. 

Which madcmedo.vne to throw ray bookesandftiej 
Cauftes perhaps, but pardon me fweet Aunt, 

And Madam, it my Vncle Alarms goe, 
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7 be moll lament able T rage die* 

I will meft willingl y attend your Ladyfhip. 

Marc, Lucius I will. 

Tttus, Row now L amnia, Marcus whatmeanesthis? 
Some booke there is that The defires to feet 
"Which is it girle of theft? open them boy. 

But thou art decpcrread andbetterskild. 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow,till the heauens 1 
Reueale the datnbd contriuer of this deede. 

Why lifts fhc vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Marc. I thinlce fhetneanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fatt, 1 more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen Iheheaucs them for rettenge. 

Thus. Lucius what booke is that fhe tofieth fo ? 

Vuer, Grandficr tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaueitme. 

tMare. Forloue of her that* gone. 

Perhaps fheculd it from among the reft, 

Tttus. Soft,fo bufily fteturnestheleaues, 

Helpe her? what would fhe finde? Lauinia {hall Iread l 
ThisisthetragicketaieofPfn/tfwe/, 

And treates of Tereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape 1 feare was reote of thine annoy. 

Marc, See brother fee note how fhe quotes the leauesj 
Titus. Lauinia, wertthou thus furprizdfweet girle, 
Rauifht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcdin the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 
See v fee,l fuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O liadweneuer, neuer hunted there) 

Patternd by that th c Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why fhculd nature build fofo tile 3 den, 
Vnlefl'e the Gods delight in tragedies ? , 

Tit.G iue fignes fweet gifts for bserc are nonebut hien s 
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What Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine^ T arquin erft. 
TbatlefttheCampe to finne inLucrcce bed. 

Mare. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother ftt downeby 
Amllo, Pallas, lout, ot Mercury, 
jnfpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke heere, lookc heere Lauinia ♦ 

He writ es his Tfame with hisfiajfc, and guides it 
with feete and mouth , 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide i f thou canft 
THisafterme, 1 hanewritmy name, 

Without the helpe ofany handat all. 

Curft be that hart that forlt vs to this fh ift : 

Write thou good Ncece, and heere difplay at laft, 

What God will hauedifeoucredfor reuenge, 

Hcauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 
That we may know the traytors and the truth. 

She takestbeftaffe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
Jhtmpes , and writes , 

Tttus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ,. 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamora, 
Performers of thishsinous bloody deede? 

Titus. Maoni Dormnator poll, 

Tam Umusaudts feeler a, tarn lent us vides ? 

Afar a Oh calme theegentle Lord, although I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 1 
Toftirreatnuteme inthemildefl thoughts, v 
Andarmethetnindesof infants to exclaimes. 

My Lord knceledowne-yvithme,' Lasttnia kr.cele, 




The moft lamentable Tragedies 

And kncclc fwcete boy, the Romaine Hcftorshope, 
And fweare with me, as with the wofull feerc. 

And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord Iuwus 'Brutus fwcare for Lucrece rape. 

That we will prefee ute by goodaduife 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefetray terousGothes, 

And fee their blood, or die with thisreproch. 

Titus. Tis furc enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Beare whelpes then beware* 

The Dam will wake, and if fhe winde yo u once, 

Sheets with the Lyon deepely ftillin league. 

And lulls him whilft Are playeth on her back. 

And when he fleepes will fhe do what the lilt 
You are a young huntfman C^iarcus t let it alone, 

And come I will goe get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a gadoffteele will write thefe words, 

And lay it by : theangry Northerne winde. 

Will blow thefe fands like Sibels leaues abroad, 

And wheresyour lelTon then, boy what fay you . 

fay my-Lord, that iflweroa man, 

Their mothers bed- chamber fhould not be fafe, 

For thefe badbond-mcn to the yoake of Rome. 
\Marc. I thats my boy , thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country donethe like. 

Puer. And V ncklc fo will I, and if I line* 

Titus. Come goe with me into mine Armoric, 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from roe to the Empreffe fonnes, 

Prelents that 1 intend to fend them both. 

Come, come, thoult dothytneffage, wilt thou .not* 
P^r I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandliar. 
Thus* No bov not fo, lie teach thee another courfc, 

Lauinia come, UMarcus looke to my houfc, 
a erne Kffaue if at the Court® 
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Imarry will we fir, and weelebc waited on. Exeunt* 

(jMarc. O heauens l can you heart a good mangrone 
And not relent, or not compaflion him ? 

CMsircus attend him in hisextalie. 

That hath more fears offorrow in his hart. 

Then foc*mens markes vpon hisbattred Ihield, 

But yet foiuft,thathe will not reuenge, 

Reuenge the heauens for old Audronwus, E xit 

Enter Atony Chiron and Dense trine at one dire, and at another 
dorejoMng Lucius and another , vrith a bundle of 
weapons jUnd verges writ vpon them • 




fhiron. Demetrius heeres t h e fonne of Lucius t 
He hath foroc meflage to deliuer vs. 

Aren, 1 fomcmad mefla ge from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the hutnbleneslmay, 

I greeteyour honours from Andromcus , 

And pray theRomane Gods confound you both. 

! Deme . Giamerck louely whafsthenewes? 

Puer. That you are both deciphctd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandfierwell aduifdchath fentby me. 

The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 

To gtatifieyour honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay : 

And lo 1 do, and with his gifts prefent 
YourLordfiiipsjwhen eueryou haueneede, 

"^ou may be armed 'and appointed well, 

And fo Ilcaueyou both : like bloody villaines'. Exit, 

■ Djme, What’s heere: a fcrole, and written round about? 
Let’s fee, 

s ntegtt vitaflelertfe/ue purus , non eget maury iaculis nec Arcus, 
hirtn, Otis avedeia Horae c^l know it Well. 

G I 
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I read it in the Grammer long ago ?♦ 

Meo?t ' iaft, a ver/ein Horace-, right,you haueit. 

Now what a thing it is tobean AfTe, 

Heercs no found ieft,the eld man hath found their gilt. 
And fends the weapons wraptabout with lines, 

T hat wot:nd(bcyond their feeling )to the quickt 
But were our witty Enipreflc well a foofe, 

She would applaud Andrentcus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnreft awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome ft rangers, and more then fo 
Captiues cobeaduaactd to this height? 

It did me goodbeforethePaliace gate, 

To.braue rhe.Tnbune in his brothers hearing. 

c Demet. Buc me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafonLord Dem(frint t 
Did yen not vfehis daughter very friend!) ? 

Dtmct . 1 would we had a thoufand RornaneDanus 
Atfuchabay, by turnetoferueourluft. 

Chiron. A charitabi'c with and full ofloue. 

Moore. Hterc lacks but your mother for to fay Amen, 

Q 'won. And that would fhe fortwenty thoufami more. 

Dewet, Come let vs goe and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to tl deni’s, thegodvhauegiuenvs outr. 

Trumpets jonnd. 

•Dew. Why do the Emperors trumpets flouri (h thus? 

Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fcnne. 

Dime, Soft, who comes liters ? 















Enter Nurfe with (t b Lichen Moore childe , 
ilfyr. Good morrow Lords, O tellrneyiid you Ice Men [he s 

Aron. Well, more or teft’e, or nere a w hit at all, (W oofe | 

Hcere l 
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„ . A,on is and what withdrew now? 

Aon, we arc all vndone, 

J* feioe or wo.e betide thee euerraore. 

v/ky whata catterwallmgdoft thou keepc, 

j » ,L« wrap and fumble in thine atmes? 

What dor which I would hide from heauens eye* 

? h U e ’ lliuered Lords, flieis delmered. 

„.M To whome? 

Heere is theb.be as loathfome as a toad, 

Sweetblowi,youarcabc3«tious Uoffome (w* 

<Deme, Villaine what haft thou done . 

Aron. Thatwhich thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndonc our mother. 

Aren , Villaine, lhausdone thy m ° thc . u a r nne 
■Demote An d therein helhfli dog thou baft vn done, 

Woeto hcrchance,anddambdherloathc cn ) , 

Accurft theoffpring offofoule attend* 

Chiron* It (hall not hue. 

Aron. Itlhall not die. 

Nurfe. Aron it mull, the mother Wils it fo. 

Aron. What muft it Nurfe ? thenlet nomanbut J, 

Doe execution on mv fleili and tnood. 

Dm* He broach the tadpole on my B»ie« point, 
Ntiifeaiuc icme.my fwordfhaii ioone.di-pa*'- * , 




The tnoft lamentable Tragedie 

A/on. Sooner this fword /hall plow thy bowels vp. 

Stay rnurtberous villainer, will you kill your brother * 
Now by the burning tapers of the skie, . 

That /hone fo brightly when this boy was got, 
jHe dies vpon my Semirars fharpe point, 
ihat touches this my firft borne fonne andheire . 
i tell you younglings, not Enceladnt, 

With all his threatningbandof TjphonsbtoodC) 
Norgreat Afeides, nor the God of warre, 

Shall ccaze this prey out of hi > fathers hands .* 

What, whar,ycfanguine /hallow hartedboyes, 

Yec white-Iimbdc walls, ye ale-houfe painted fignss, 
Colc-blackcis betterchen another hue. 

In that it fcornes to beare another hue J 
For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer turne the Swaps blacke legs to white. 
Although Hie lane them homely in the flood : 

Tell the EmpreiTe from me I am of age 
Tokeepemineowne,excufeithow Hie can. 

Dtmet. Wilt thou betray thy noble miitris thus? 

Aron* My miflris is my miftrb, this my felfe, 

The vigour, and the piftureofray youth : 

This before all the world do 1 preferre, 

This manger all the world will I keepe fafe, 

Or fome of y ou lhall fmoaice for it in Rome. 

Demet. By this our mother is for euer fharadc. 

Chiron, Rome will defpife her for this fouleefcape. 
Nnrfe. The Empcrour in his rage will Joome her death. 
Chiron . 1 blufh to thinke vpon this ignomie. 

Aron, Why theresthepriuiledge your beauty bcares: 
Fie trecherous hue, that w ill betray with b kilning 
Theclo/e cn.;£hand counftis efthehart: \ 

Heeres a young lad framde of another leere, 

Lookehow ch* blacke flaue {miles vpon the father, 
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** 

As who fhould fey, old Lad 1 am thine ownc* 

Heis vour brother Lords, fcnfibly fed 
Ofthat felfe blood that firft gauelife to you. 

And from that wombe where youimprifoned were, 

Heisinffancbifedand come to light r 
Nay he is your brother by the furerfide, 

Although my feale be ftampedin hisface. 

T^urge. Aron what /Rail I fay vnto the Empreflef 
Dtmet, Aduife thee ^»,what is ro be done, 

And we wiilallfubfcribeto thy aduife: 

Sauethou the childe fo w c may all be fafe. 

Aron . Then fir we downe and let vs all confult. 
Myfonneandl willhauetbe windcofyou: 

Keepe there, now tallce at pleafure of your fafety. 

Demet. How many women faw this childe of his ? 

Aron » Why fobraue Lords, when we ioynem league 
lam a Lambe, but if you braue the Mo ore f 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyonefte, 

The Ocean fwells not (b as Aron flormes : 

But fay againe, how many faw the childe i 
Nurfe , Cornelia, the midwife and my felfe, 

And no oneelfcbut thedeliuered Emprcfle. ' 

Aron, i hcEmprefle,the Midwife, and your felfe, 
Twomay keepe counfcll when the thirdsaway : 

Goeto the Emprcfle, tel) her this I faid, Hekilhhtrt 
Weeke, wcek,fo cries a Pigge prepared to the fpit. 
bemet. Whatmeanfl: thou Aron,whercforc di d ft thou this 
^ ^otd a 

ohall /he hue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

ong tongu’d bablmg Goffip, no Lords no : 

And now be it knownc to you my fullintent. 
ot ai ire, oncC^fn/tt enemy Country-man 
? c ® tr nightwas brought to bed, 

15 c a ^ c ls like to her, fan c.«as you are : 

G 3 Goe 
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Goepacke with him* ana giue the mother gold, 

Andtell them both the circumfhr.ee or all, 

And how by this th^ir childe Iball beaduaunlt. 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre, 

And fubftituted in the place ofmine, 

Tocalme thistempefl whirling in the Court, 

And let the Eunpcrour dandle him for hts ovvne. 

Harkeye Lords, ye fee I hauc giuen her phifick, 

And you mull ncedes bellow herfunerall. 

The fields are neere, and you art gallant Broomes : 

This done, fee that you take no longer dates 

But fend theMidwifeprcfently tome. 

The Midwife and thcNurfe well made aw ay. 

Then letthe Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron . Aron I fee thou wilt not trull the ayre with ketets, 
jOfswft. For this care of Tamora, 

Herfclfc and hers are highly bound to thee . txmt 

Aron, Now to the Gothes, asfwift as fwallow Hies. 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armefi. 

And fee red y to greere the Emprefle friends : 

Come on you chick-lipt-flauc,Ilebeareyou hence. 

For it is you that puts vs to our ihifts: 

lie make you teed on berries, and on rooteSj * 

And feede on curds and wbay ,and lucke the Ooate, 
And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warrtour, and commaund a Campe. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus,y<?«»^ Lucius, and other gendemt 
with (serves, and Titus heares the arrowesmt o 
Letters on the ends of them* 

Tims, Come Marcus, come,kinfinen this xi the waft 
Sir boy let me fee your archcrie, 

Looke yee draw home enough and tisthcre Uraig 1 > ^ 
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Trrtts Aflrearchqttit, be you remembred Marcus'. 
Sheesgone, fhees fled, firs take you to your tooles. 

You Cofens (hall goe found the Ocean, 

And call your net s, h appily you may finde her in the tea, ; 

Yet theres as little iuftice as at Land : 

No Pm^swA SempronittSi you mufl doe it, 

Tisyou mtifl dig with matcockc,and with fpatte, 

And pierce the inmofl: cemer of the earth. 

Then when you come to Pluto cs Region, 

1 pray you deliuer him this petition. 

Tell him it is for iuffice and for aide. 

And that it comes from old Andronicut, 

Shaken with fonowes in rngraiefull Borne. 

A.h Rome, well, well, I made thee miferabic, 

Whatiitne 1 threw the peoples fuflrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 
Goegetyougone.andpray becarefull all, 

And leaue you nor a man ofwarre vnlearcht. 

This wicked F.mpcrtsur may haue fhipt her hence, 

And kinftnen then we may goc pipe for iufiicc, 

Man, O Publius is not this a beause cafe 
To fee thy noble V nclc thus difiradl ? 

Pubh, Therefore my Lords it highly vsconcernes,' 

By day and night t’a trend him carefully : 
Andfeedehishumour kindely as wemay, 

Tift time beget lomccarefull remedie. 

Ma r cu !. Kinfmen,his fon owes a re pall remedies 
loyne with the Godus,and with renengefull warre. 

Take wreakeon Rome for this ingratitude. 

And v engeaoce on th c tra y tor Saturnine. 
ff,’ !UU P 11 ‘dots how now, how now my Maiflers, 
v\ iiat haue you met with her? 

Pabh. Notny good Lord, but Pluto fen d«youtvOfd, 

1 y ou will haue rcuenge from hell you fhall, 

M arrie 
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JMarric for Iuftice flic is fo iroployd, 

He thinkes with /<w« in heauen, ©rfome where cite, 

So that perforce you ttiuft needs flay a time. 

Titus.- Hedoth roe wrong to feed me with delayes, 

lie diueintotheburninglakc below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 

cJifsrcus weafe but flirubs, no Cedars we. 

No big- bond- men, frarod of the Cyclop s fize, 

Rue rnettal Marcus, fteele to the v ery backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongsmore then our backs eanbearc : 
And fit h there* no iuftice in earth nor hell. 

We will folicitc heauen, and moue the Cods, . 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake our wrongs . 
Coroe to this geare, you are a good Archer Marcus, 
Hegtties them the Ayrowes. 

M Ioftem , thatsfor* you, here ad Apollonetn, 

Jet Martem, thats for roy fclte, 

Here boy to Villas, here to MtrcUrp 

ToSatHMSoCams^onoSawr*™, 

You w ere as good to (hoote agamft the wsnde. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when I bid, 

Of my word, I haue written to effect, 

Thcres not a God left vnfollicited* » Tourt 

Marcus Kinfmen, fhoot all your (hafts mto the Court, 

We will afflift the Empcrour in his pride 
Titus. Now Maifters draw, oh well laid hum , 
Goodboy in Pnrgnsh p, giueitP^. 

<JMarc. My Lord, I aimc a mile beyond the MooP 

Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha , Publius, Pubitus,vihit halt thou 
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Enter the Q*m* rrith 4 hath? «»d wo Pidgions in*. 



Titfit. Newes,newes from heauen, 

Marcus the poaftis eome* 

Sirrawhat tydings, haue you any letters . v 

ken them dow ne againc, for the man muft not be h a ngd til 

the next weeke. . , 

Titus. Butwhatfaies Jupiter 1 aske tnce . 

Clowe. Alasfirl know QOt Jupiter % 

1 neuer dranke w ith h iro in all roy life* 

Titus. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clowe. I ©froy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why, didft thou not co roe from heauen ? 

Clexvne. From heauen 1 alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I ftiould be fo bold, toprefle to heauen in my 
youngdayes. , 

Why lain going with roy pidgions to the tribunal! I less, to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt roy Vncle,and one of 
the Emperialb roen. 

Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to feme for your 
Oration, andlethirodeliuerthe pidgions to the Eroperour 
from you. 

Titus. Tellmeecan youdeliucran Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace? 

dome. Nay truely fir, Icould neuer fay grace in all roy 
life. 




But 



1 
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But giue your Pidgionstothe Eraprour, 

By me thou (halt haue iufticeat his hands* 

Hold, hold, tncanc whij.e here’s money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen andinke. 

Sirra,cah you with a grace deliucr a Supplication t 
Clownc. I fir* 

fit us. Then here is application for you, and when yon 
come to him,atthe firft aproach you mu ft kncelc,then kiffc 
hisfoote, thendeliuervp your Pidgions, and then look for 
your reward. 

lie be at hand fir, fee you doe it bratielie. 

CUs»ne. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Titus. Sirra haft thou a knife i Come let me fee it, 

Here LMareus, fold i t in the Oration, 

For thou haftmadeitlikeaahumblcSupph'ant, 

And when thou haft giuen it the Empcrour, 

Knocke at my dore, and tell me what he fayes. 

£lot»ne. Godbewithyoufir,IwiU. Exit « 

Thus. Come Martus let vs goc, Publius follow me. 

Exeunt * 






. 'it 



Enter Emperour and Emprtffe, and her trvofonnes , the 
Emptrear brings the Arrovres in his hand 
that Titus {hot at htm. 

Satttr* Why Lords, what wrongs are thefe? w as euer Ctcnc 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouer borne. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of cgall iciftice, vfde in fuch contempt? 

My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods, 

How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buzin thepeoples cares, there nought hathpaft, 

But euen with U w againft the wilfull fonnes 
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of old Andronitut. And w ^* t , aB 

His forrowes haue foouerwhelmdchis Wits. 

cViallwebethusaffliftedinhiswreakes, 

Seehecres to /«se,andthww/*W»7» 

WbutbUbul LMHng ,a g aiDftthtS«aW. 

And blazoning our v»‘ ufllce cutty v»b«<. 

A goodly humour,is »tnot my Lords . 

A^who would fay , inRorne no tuftice were : 

But ifiliuei Hisfained extaiics 
Shall be no Ihelter to thefe outrage s, 

But he and his (ball know that tuftice hues 
In Saturnisms health, whomc if he fleepc, 

Heelefoawake,ashcmfurylhall 

Cut off the proud’ft confptratour that hues* 

Tamora. My gracious Lord,my loucly Saturmnei 
Lord ofroy life, comrnaunder ofrny thoughts, 

Cal me thcc,andbearc the faults of Tims age, 

Th’cffcftsofforrowfothis valiant fonnes, 

Whofc lode hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart. 

And rather comfort his dift refled plight, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 
Foi thefe contempts : Why thus it fliall become 
Hie witted T amor a to glofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to the quicker 
Thy lifeblood out : if Ann now be wife. 

Then is alifafe,thc Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter Clcfo ne* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs . 

C!oMe. Ycaforfooth, and your Miftcrfmp be tpopenalh 

H 2 Tamo„ 
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Tamara. EmprefTe I am, but yonder fi ts the Emperour.' * 
C/W.Tis he, God and Saint Stephen giuc you good in 

lhauebroughtyoua letter and a couple of pigionsheere. ’ 

He read: the Letter. 



Satur. Goe fake himaway and hang him prefently, 
CLovene. How much money muft I haue ? ' 

Tamara. Come firra, you muft he banged. 

Clowne. Hangd, be Lady shen.Ihaue brought vp a neck 
to a raire end, ° r 



Exit, 



Sat nr. Difpightfull and intollerablc wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 
i know from whence this fame deuife proceedcs; 
May this he borne, asifhistrayterous fonnes, 

1 hatdide by law formurther ofour brother, 

Haue by my nseanes bene butchered wrongfully* 
Goe dragge the villains hither by the haire. 

Nor age, nor honour, fhall Ihapcpriuiledge, 

For this proud mockc lie be thy daughter man, 

Sly franricke wretch, that holpft to make me great, 
In hope thy felfe fliould gouerne Rome aiid me. 



Enter Nuntius Smilliut . 



Saturn. What new.es with thee Emilli ? 

Emil. Armc my Lords, Rome ntuerhad morecaufe. 
The Gethes haue gathered head, and with a power 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle. 

They hither march arnaine ynderconduft 
Of Lucius } fonne to old Andrcmctts . 

Who threats in courfc of thisrcuengetodcc 

As 





o r Titus An it 

As much as euer Cerielanus dia. 

K,„a Is warlike Lucias Generali or 
Theie ty dings nip me, and II hang the 
As flowers with froft, 0 r grade beat do wne 
I now begins our fdrrowes to approach, 

Tis heche common people louefo much. 

My felfe hath often heard them fay , <■ 

Whenlhaue waUcedlike apriuatetnan, 

•That Lucius banifhment was wrongfully, 

And they haue wifht that Lucius were the 
Tamora. Why fhouldyoufeare,isnot 
Kina. I but the Cittizensfauour Lucius* 

And will reuolt from me to fu ccour him. 

Tamara. Ku^bethy thoughts^ imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sunne dimd, that Gnats do flic m it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to ling, 

Andisnotcarcfull whatthey meant thereby, 

Knowing that with the lhadow ot his wings, 

He can at pleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo mayett thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaufltfhc old Aodronicus , 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to filh, orhonny ftalkes to Iheepc, 

When as the one is wounded with thebaite, 

Thcother rotted*with deliciousfeede. 

King. But he will not entreat his fonne for VS, 

Tamor. IfTamora entreat him then he will. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promifes, that w ere his heart • 

Almoft impregnable, his oid yeares deafe. 

Yet (hould both eare and hart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before to be our Embaffadour, 

Say that the Emperour t equefb a parly 

H 5 



The mod lamentable Tr age die 

Of warlike Lucius, andappoint the meeting. 

EmiUius doe this meff'age honourably. 

And if heftandin hoftagefor hisfafety. 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 
Emillius . "Your bidding firalll doecffe&ually. 

T am or 4. Now will I to that old Andronicut, 

And temper him with all the Artlhaue, 

To pluclceproud Luciut from the warlike Gathcs* 
And now fweet Emperour be blith agaiuc. 

And bury all thy fearc in my deuifes. 

Satur . Thengoefucccftantly and plead to him* 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius with an Army »f (father t with 
D rum and Souldicrr • 



Luciut. Approucd warriour*, and my faithfull friends, 
I hauc receaued letter* from great Rome, 

Which fignifie* what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how ddirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles w i tnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffaftioa. 

(joth. Braoe flip fprungfrotn the great Andiemus\ 
Whofc name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Romerequites with foule contempt. 

Be bold* in vs,weelc follow where thou leadft, 
Likeftinging Beesin hotteft Sommers day, 

Led by their maiftcr to the flowred fields, 

And be auengd on curfcd T amor a ; 



of Tim Androntcusl 

And as he faith, fofay we all with him. 

Luciut. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all . 
ButWho comes hecrcledbyalufty Gotbl 

Enter a Goth leading of Aron with hit child 

■ inhts amut. 

Geth. Renowned Luciut from ourtroups I {{raid, 
Togaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, 

And as I carneftly did fixe mine eye 

Vpont he wafted building, fuddaincly 

k I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall* 

Imadevnto the noyfe, when foonel heard. 

The crying babe controld with this difeourfe : 

Peace tawny flaue, halfetr»e,andhalfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but ihy mothers looke, 
"Villainethoumightft hauc bene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 
Theyneuerdo hegetacolc-blackeCalfe: 

Peace villainc peace, eucn thus he ratesthe babe, 

For Irouft beare theetoa trufty Goth, 

Who when he kuowes thou art the EmprefTe babey 
Will hold thee dcately for thy mothers fake. 

With thismy weapon drawne I rufht vpon him, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needcfull of the man. 

Luciut. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate dcufil^ 
That rob d Andronicut of his good hand: 

This is the Pearl e that plcafd your EmptefTe eye. 

And heeres the bafe fruit of bis burning luft, 

Say wall-ey d flauc whether wouldft thou conuay 
This growing Image of thy fiendliketace ? 

Why deft notlpcake? what deafe,not a word# 
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A halter Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And bp his fide hisfruit otBaftardie. 

Aron . Touch not the boy , he is of Royall blood* 

Lnci. Too liketbeSyreforeuerbeinggood, 

Firft hang the childeahat he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexc the fathers foole withall, 

Aron, Get me a ladder, Lucius fauethe childe. 

And beareit from me to the Emprefle : 

If thou doe this, He fhew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to hearej 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall. 

He fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius* Say on, and ifit pleafe me which thou fpeakft, 
Thy childe fhall line, and I wili fee it nourifht. 

Aron. And if it pieafe thee? why affure thee Lucius* 
Twill vexethy foule tohcarewhatl fhall fpeake: 

Fori muft talke ofmurthers, rapes, and msflacres, 

A&s ofblacke nights, abhominable deeds, 
Complotsofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruthfuli to heare, yetpittioufly performd. 

And this fhall all be buried by my death, 

Vnleflethou fweare to memy childe fhall Hue, 

Lucius . Tell on thy minde,I fay thy childe fhall liue. 
Aron* Sweare that he fhall, and then I will begin. 
Lucius. Who (hould I fweare by, thou belceueft ao Godi 
That graunted, how cauft thou beiecue an oath* 

'Aron. What ifl doe not, as indeed 1 doe not. 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And baft a thing within thee calledconfcience. 

With twenty popith tricks and ceremonies. 

Which Ihaue feenc thee careful 1 to obferue, 

Therefore I vrge thy oath, for that I know 

An Id cot holds his bauble for a God, 

And ket pcs the oath which by that God he Iwcares, ^ 
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To thatlle vrge him : therefore thou fhalt vow 
Bv that fame God , what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reuerer.ee. 

To fauemy boy , to nourifn and bring him Vp, 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius. Euen by my God 1 fweare to thee I will. 

Aron, F irft know thou, I begot him on the fcmpreiic, 
Lucius. Oh raoft infatiate luxurious woman l _ 

Aron. Tia Lucius t this was but a deede otcharitie. 

To that which thou fhalrheareofme anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered r B<sffia.nus % 

They cut thy fillers tongueandrauiftit her. 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou tawelt. 

Lucw,0 h deceftafcle villaine, call’ftthou that trimming 
Aron. Why fhe was wafht, and cut, and trimd, 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing of it, 
Lucius, Ohbarberousbeaftly villaines like thy felie- 
Aron. Indeede I was their tutor to inftnifl them, 

That codding fpirit had they from their mother, 

As furea carde as euer wonne the fer : 

That bloody mindelthinke they learnd of me. 

As true a dog as euer fought at head : 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde thy bretheren to that guilefull hole. 

Where the dead'eorps of Bufliams lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

Andhid thegold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Quecne. andhertwo fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue. 

Wherein 1 had no ftroke of mifehiefe in it. 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when I hadit drew my felfe apart. 

An d almoft broke my hart w it h extreame laugh ter, 

I pried me through the creuic of a wall. 
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When for his hand he had his two fonnes heads, 
Beheld his teares,andlaughc fo hartily. 

That both mine eyes were rainielike to his ; 

And fvhen l told the EmprefFe of this fport, 

She founded alrnoffat my plcafing tale. 

And for my tidings gaue roc twenty kifTes. 

Cjoth. 

What canS thou fay all this 3 and aeuer blurb? 

Aron, 

I like a blacke dogge as the fay mg is » 

Za icons. 

Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deedes. 

Aron. 

I that I had not done a thoufand more, 

Euen now I curfc the day , and yet I thinke 
Few come within thecoropaffe of my curfc. 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill, 

Askiil a man, orelfedeuifchisdeath. 

Rani (h a maid, or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufe fome innocent, and forfweare my fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 

Make poorc mens cat. ell breaketheir necks, 
Setnreon bamcsandhayftackesinthcnight, 
And bid the owners quench them with their teares 
Oft haue I digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vp right at their deerc friends doorc, 
Eucn when their forrowesalmoff was forgot. 

And cn their skmne$,ason.the barke oftrees, 
Haue with my knife carusain Romainc letters. 





of Tim Andr 

Let not your forrow die,though I am dead. 

Tut, I haue don e a tho ufand dreadfull 
As willingly as one would kill a flic 

Andncthinggreeuesmehamlymdeec 

p ‘ t L- t T cannot doc tenne thoufand more. 

Bring dovne the deuill,for he mull not 
So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

Aron. If there be deuils, would II wereadcuill. 

To line and burne in euerlaftirig fire. 

So I might haue your company in hell 

Enter Emilhus* 

Goth. My Lord thereisaMeffenger fromRoroe 
Defiies to be admitted toyonr prcfcnce. 
titans. Lithim comencere. 

Welcome Emilhus^ what s the newes from Rome . 

Lord Z«d»r, and you Princes of the Ootnes, 

The Romainc Emperour grectcs you all by me, 

Andfor he vnderfl3nds you are in Arroes, 

He craues a pgtly at your fathers hoofe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

Andthey fhsll be immediately deliuered. 

Goth. Whatfaiesoui-Gencrall? _ 

Lucius. Smillius, let the Emperour giue hispledge* 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus, 

And we willcome: march away, Exeunt. 

Enter Turner a, and her two fonnes difguifed. 

Temora. Thus in this fl range and fadhabillisment, 

I will encounter with Andronscns, 

1 a A 
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And fay , 1 am reuenge fcnt from below, 

1 o ioyne with him and right hishainous wrongs 
Knocke at his ftudy where they fay He keeoes * 
To ruminate ftrange plots cf dtere ReueSl 
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him 
And worke confufion on lus enemies. ’ 



They bnocke and Titus opens bn fiudsedore. 

Tim. Who doth nioleftmy contemplation? 

Is it yourtnckc Comake rrie operhcdorc., 

Xhac fo my fad decrees may fLeaway^ 

And ali my ftudie he to no effect ? 

You are deceaud, for whatj meane ro doe, 
heeneere in bloody lines Ihaue fetdowne. 

And what is written fhall be executed. 

Tamora.TstHJ, I am come to talke with thee, 

wu tK -' l n °l 3 Wordt how can 1 my talke. 

Wanting a hand to giue thataccord, * 
louhalhneodi of me, therefore nomore. (me 

Tamora. If thou didft know me thou wouldiT talke with 
■Z\. ^ am notl fad, I know thee well enough, 

vJiZV ! 1,s r wretcll , £d lium p, witnes thefe ermafon lines, 
W n CS helc trenches made by griefe and care, 

Witnes the tyrmg day and heauie night, 
i ltneS3 llfr>rr°w that I kno w thee well 

tor oiir proud EmprefFe, mighty Timor * : 

isaiot thy comnung fo r my Other hand? 
sSrhT Kn °- W Ch ° U / ad man > I am not Tamra, 

hheisthyenemie, andltdyrViencJ, 

^ t^nfernallKipgdonic, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture ofthy mir.de, 
ly working wreakeft.il vengeance on thy foes : 



1 of Titus JndronictiS, 

Comedowne and welcome me to this woulds light, 
Conferrewith me of murder and of death, 

There’s nota hollow Caye or lurking place. 

No vaft obfeurity or mifty Yale, 

V- here bloody murther or detcfled rape, 

Can couch forfeare but I will finde them out. 

And in their cares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes thefoule offenders quake. 

Tuns. Art thou Reuenge, and art thou fentto me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies.? 

< Tamo, a. I am, therefore come dowr.e and welcome me, 
Titus. Doemefomeferuiceere I come to thee, 

Loeby thy fide where Rapeand Murder Rands, 

Nowgiue fome furancc charthou art Reuenge, 

Stab them or teare them on thy Chariot whecles. 

And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 

. And vyhirle along with thee about theGlobes. 

Prouidc thee two proper palfreies, as blacke as IeC, 

To hale thy vengeful l Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Caris loaden withfheir heads, 

I will difmount, and by the Waggon whcele, 
Tretlikeaferuilefootemanall day long, 

Eucn from Epeons rifingin the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefail in the Sea. 

And day by day iledoetbis heauy taske. 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Mu t der there. 

* Tamora, Thefeare my roiniftetsand come with me. 
Titus. Arethcm thy minifl:ers,whatarc they call’d? 
Tamora. Rape apd Murdep, therefore called fo, 

Caufc they take vengeance of fuch kine’e ofmerr. 

i itut • Good Lord how like the Emprefle Sonnes they arc 
And you the Emprefle : but we worldly men 
Hauemifcrable road miftaking eyes : 

I i Cb 
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Oh fweet Reucnge now docl confle to these, 

A nd jf one artnes imbf acement will content thee, 

I will imbracc thecinit by and by, 

Tamara, This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to fesde his braine-ficke fits, 

Doe you vphold, and maintains in your fpeeches, 

For now he firmcly takes me forReuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Luctus his fonne,- 
And whilft I at a banquet hold him fure, 
lie fsndefomecunniugpraftifeoutofhaud 
To fcatterand difpeife thegiddie Gothes, 

Or at the leaf! make them his enemies : 

See heere he comes, and 1 n.ufi ply my theatne, 

Tmi \ . Long haue I bene forlorne,and all for thee, 
"Welcome dread fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and Murther you are welcome too. 

How like thcEmprelTeand her fonnesyouare, 

Well arc you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could nor all hell afFoord you fuch a deuill } 

For well I wotetheEmprefie neuer wags 
But in her company there ss a Moore, 

And would you reprefentour Qucene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fueh a deuill : 

But welecmcasyou are, what fliall wedoe? 

Tamara. What wouldft thou haue vs doc Andronkut 1 
D. me. Show me a murtherer lie deale with him. 
Chiron. Show mea villainc that hath donearape* 

And I am fent to be reuengd on him. 

Tarfsera. Show mea thoufand that nauedone thee wrong) 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus. Looke round about the wicked ftrectsofRojng, 
And when thou findft a man that’s like thy felfe, 

Good muxtherfUb him, heesa murtherer, 

Goe 
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Goe thoit with him , and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 

GoodP^apine fbb him,heisarauilhcr, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
ThcreisaQueencattendcd by a Moore, 

Well maifi: thou know her by thy owne proportion. 
For vp and downe (he doth refemble thee. 

I pray thee doe on them ft me violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, 

T*mora. Well hall thou Itflbnd vs, this fhall wedoe* 
But would itpleafi thcegood And' emeus. 

To fend for Lucias thy thrice valiant fonne, 
Wholeades-towardsRone a band of warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe, 

When he is heere, euen at thy folemne feaft, 

I will bring in the Eropreffe and her fonnes. 

The Emperoui himfclfe,andall thy foes, 

And at thy mercy fhallthey ftoopeand kneclc. 

And on them fhalt thou cafe thy angry hart : 

What faies Androuksts to this dcuife i 



Enttr Marctss. 



Titus. Marcus ray brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Luctus, 

Thou fhalt enquire himout among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire tome, and bring with him 
Some of the chicfeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him cncasnpc his fouldiers where they are. 

Tell him the Emperoiuandthe Emprefle too 
Feaft at my houfe, andhe fhall feaft with them. 
Thisdoerhuuformy lnue.and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life* 

OHar. This wilil doc, and leone returns againei 



Tamer a 
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Tamor. Now will I hence about thy bufines 
And take my minitfers along with me. 

Titus. Nay,nay,letrapeandmurdei'flay withme. 
Or els lie call my brother backcagaine. 

And cleaue to no rcuenge but Lucius. 

,*,£f*\ What fa y y° 11 boy es, will you bide with him. 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

HowJhauegouerndourdetertnindiefl, 

Yeeldc to his humour, frnooth and fpeake him fiu're, 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Thus. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in theyr owne deuifei, 

A payre ofeurfed hell-hounds and their Dam* 

Dense. Madam depart atplcafure, lcauevs heerc. 
Tamara. Farewell yindronicus, rcuenge now goes 
To lay a coinplot to betray thy foes. 

Titus. I know thou do oil, and fweete reuenge farewell 
Chiron* Tellvs old man, how (hall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 

P ubluts come hether, Cams, and Valentine, 

Ftiblitts. What isyour wills? 

Ttus. Know you thefc two ? 

Tub. T he Empreffe fonnes I take them, Chiro^Demctrm 
Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuch deceaude, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cains and V, iitntine , lay hands on them. 

Oft haue you heard me wilh for f u ch an h oure* 

And now 1 tindeit, therefore bi^dc them fure, 

And flop their mouthesifthey begin to cry. 

Cbtrou. Villainesforbeare, we are the EmprefTe fonnes. 
Publius , And therefore do we what we arc commanded* 
Stop do fe their mouthes, let them not fpeake a word, 

Is he fure bound} looks that y,ou binde themfaft. 

Enter 
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£ titer Tit its Jndronieut with* hnife % *ndhAuinia 
Tfuha B af on. 

Titus . Come, come Lauinia, looke, thy foesarebound, 

Sirs flop their raouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

But let them hearc wbatfearcfuU words Ivtter. 
Obvillaincs,Cf>»>e#and Demetrius^ 

Here Hands the fpring whome you haue ltamd With mud. 
This <*oodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 
lou laid her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were condemnd to death* 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more deere 
Then hands or tongue, her fpotlefle chaftity, 

Inhumaine tray tors, you conftraind and forfl. 

What would you fay if 1 Ihould let you fpeake ? 

Villaincs for ffiame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w 1 meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her flumps doth hold 
The Bafon thatreceauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother meancs to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines,! will grinde your bones to duff. 

And with your blood and it lie make a paftc, 

Andofthe pafte a coffenl will rearc, 

Andmaketwopafties otyour ffiamefull heads, 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhailowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fw al lo w her ow r.e increafe. 

Thisis thefeaftthat J hauebidherto, 

And this thebanquet fhe fhall furfet on, 

For worfe then Philomel yon vfdemy daughter, 

And wojft then Progne 1 will be reuengd, 

K. And 
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And now prepare your throats: Ltuinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they arc dead. 

Let me gee grinde their bones to powder fmallj 
And with this hatefull liquour temper it* 

Andin that paff elec their vilde heads be bakte, 

Come, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this banket, which I wiffi may prone 
More flemcand bloody then the Cemauresfeaffi 
He cun their throats. 

Sor.ovv bring them in* for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Lucias, dfsrcns, and th Cjothet. 

Ladas* Vnckle<J^^r^/,fincetisniy fathers minde 
That 1 rcpairetoRomCjlam content# 

(joth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will# 
Larins. Good Vnckle tike you in this barbarous Mom> 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no ftillenancc, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vmo the Emperours face* 
f or teftimony of her foulc proceedings : 

And fee the Ambufli ofourfriends be ffrong*, 

3 feare the Emp#rour meancs no good tors. 

Moore* Some. deuill whifper curfcs inminceare* 

And promptme that m y tongue may vtter torch, 

The venemous malliceof my fwelling heart. 

Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vnhallowcdflauc, 
Sirs, helpe our vnckleto conuey him in, 

The crumpets /hew the Empcrour is at hand. 

V. ' ' 

Sound T T limpets, Enter Emptroar and Emprejfc', with 
Tribunes and others, 

king. What, hath the firmament moefunnes then one? 

httcittty 
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r Lucius- What bootesit thee to the parle i 

Thefe quarrels mull be qmetly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the carefull \Tit ut t 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
f or peace, for loue, for lea guc and goo 
Pleafeyou thereforedraw me and take your places. 

Saturn. (JMarcstsytcW^- 



Sound trumfets.enttr Titus like a Cook*, facing them <f4ie ou 
the Table, and Latnma Vitb a vatic oner her fV J 
Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom dread 
Welcome ye warlike Gothes, we lcosne Lucius , 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poorc, 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eat out. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andronscut ? 

Titus. Becaufc I would be fure tohaucall well, 

To entertaine your highnes,and your Emprefle. 

Tam. We are beholding to you good Androntcut , 

Titus « Andifyourhighnesknewmy heart, you were? 

My Lord the Emperour refolu c me this. 

Was it well done of ralh Vtrg imut. 

T o flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Bee a life Ihc wasenforft,ftaind, and dtflowrde ? 

Satur. It w as Andronictss. 

Titus. Your rcafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur- Becaufe thegirle ftiould not fururue her fiiame. 
And by her prefence Rill renew his forrowes. 

Titus. A reafnn mighty,ftrong, and effc&uaU, 
Apatterne,prefidenr, and liucly warrant. 

For me moil wretched to performe the like, 

Die.di c, Lanins*, and tby lhame with thee. 

And with thy fliame thy Fathers forrow die. he hills her- 
Saturn, What haft thou douc. vnnatui all and vnkinde. ? 

K 2 Tim* 




’ The mo ft lamentable TrAgdk 

Tit. k:ld her for whorae (r.y tearcs hauc mabe me dlind 
I a in as vcofull as V^irai i%s w as, 

And hauc a thoufand times more caufe th en he* 

To doe tnis outrage, and it is now done. 

Jf^juWhat was (he rauiflit; tell who did the deede. 

Tt «i.»*Wii t pleafe you cat, wilt pleafe your bighnes feerte 
SewAVhy haR thou flaine thine onely daughter 
Tuns. Nut I, cvvas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They rauiOit her, and cut away her tongue. 

And they, t was they, th.it did her all this wrong* 

KSjtg, Goe fetch them hether to vsprefently, 

Titus. Why there they are both, bakedin that pie. 
Whereof their mother dainnliehathfed, 

Eating the fieih that the herfdfe hath bred. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fliarpe point, 

Ht ft *bs the EmprtJJe. - 



Empe. Diefranticke wretch for this accurfed deede. 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eye behold his father bleedc. ? 
Tuere’s mcede for ir-cede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac’d men, people and foils ofRoiUS, 
By vprores feuerd hkea flight of fowle, 

Scattred by vvir.des and high tempeftiousgufH, 

Oh let me teach you how toknitjgaine 
This fcattredcorneioto onemutuall fhcaffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againeinto one body. 

t.o'KanLord. Let Rome ficrfelfc bebane vnto her felfe, 
And jtice whomc nyightiekingdomes curfie too. 

Like a forlorncand'defperate calf away. 

Doe Utaraefull execution on her felfe. 

But ifmy froftie fignes and chaps cf age, 

Graue witneRes oftrue experience, 

Conoot induce you to attend my words, 

Spcakc Romes deere friend, as erftour Anccflor, 

When 






of Titus Atidronicus, 

When with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

Theftory of that balefull burning night, 
Whenfubtile Greckes furprizdKiqgPriamsTroy* 
Tell vs whatSinon hath bewitchtour earcs. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giucs our Troy, ourRometheciuill wound. 

.My hart is not compact offlintnor fteele, 

Nor can Ivttcr all onrbittergriefe, 

Butfloodsof tearcs will drownemy Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance cucn in the time 
Wher. it fhould moue you to attend me rooft, 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Decreisa Captains let him tell the tale, 

Yourharts wjil throb and weepe to heare him fpcake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you. 
That curfed Chitons nd Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother 
And they itivere that rauifhed our fitter. 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded 
Our Fathers teares defpifd and bafl-ly con f £n d 
Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarreli out 

And fenther enemies vnto the graue. 9 

LafHy my felfe vnkindly banifhed, 
f he gates ihuton me and turnd weeping out 

To beg reliefeamongRom.es enemies, 0 * 

W ho drownd their enmity in mv truerpnrp e 




a I c r - . _ ” my blood) 

°, m too!<ethc enemies point, 
Jieatlung the Ocele in my aduentrous body. 

A id^vou know I am no vaunteri, 

My (cars can witiics^dumb although they 

K 
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That my report is iuft and full of truth. 

But foft, me thinkes I doc digreffe too much, 

Cytin<T my worthies praife, Oh pardon me. 

For when no friends are by, men praife themfelues. 

Mwch. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this child c, , 
Of this wasTaworadeliuered, 

Twflflhe of an irreligious Moore, 

Chicie Architeft and plotter of thefc woes, 

The villaine is aliue in Tim houfc, 

And as he is to witocs this is true. 

Now iudge what courfc had Titus toreuenge, 

Thefe wrongs»vnfpeakcablepaftpaciencc, 

Or more then anv liuing tnan couldbearc. 

Now you haue beard the truth, what fay you Romanes? 
Haue we done ought amiffe? fhow vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold v* now, 

The poore remainder of Audronicie 

Will hand in hand all headlong caff vs downe, 

And o n the ragged ftones beat forth our br aloes, 
Andmake a mu wall clofureofour houfc : 

Speake Romaincs fpeake, and ilymby we lhall, 

LoC hand in hand Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Emllitts. Come come thou rcucrent man of Rome, 

And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius o ur Emperour for well Iknow, 

The common voyce doe cry it lhall be J|J* 

Marcus. Lucius, all haile Rome* roy all Emperour, 

Goe goe into old Ttpu forrowfull houle, 

And hither hale that misbelieuing LMoore* 

To be adiudgdfome dire full flaughteringdeath, 
Aspunilhmentfor hismofi wickedlife. 

Lulm all bade to Romes grac ious Gouernour. 

Lucius. T hankes gentle Romaincs may 5° « # 

To healeRomeshartnes,and wipe away herwoe. ( 



ofTitus Androniatt. 

But gentle people giue me aime a while, 

poraature putsme to a hcauie taske, 

Standallaloofe.but Vnckle draw youneere, 

To Ihed obfequious tcares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warme kiffe on thy palccold lips-, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flaincface, 

Thelaft true duties ofthy noble fonne. 

tJMarc. Tearcfor tcare, and louing kiffe for kifle, 

Thy brother M^.cwj tenders on thy lips. 

Oh were the fumrneof thefe that I Ihould pay, 

Countleffe and infinite, yet would 1 pay them. 

Luems. Conachitherboy come, eome and learneofvt. 

To melt in fhowcrs,thy Grandfier lou’d thee well? 
Manyatimehedaunft theeon his knee, 

Sung rhee aflcepe,hisloaingbreaft thy pillow. 

Many a mat ter hath he told to thee, 

Mecte and agreeing with thine infancie. 

In that refpeft then likea louing ehilde. 

Shed yetfome final 1 drops £ om thy tender fpring, 

Becaufc kinde nature doth require it fo. 

Friends Qiould a ffociate friends in gritfeand woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doe them that kindnes and take lcaue of them. 

Puer, O Grandfier, Grandfire,euen with all my hart. 
Would I were dead foyou didliueagaine. 

O Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping, 

My teares will choake me if 1 ope ray mouth . 

Romame. You fad An iron tele haue done with woes, 

Giue feme nee on this execrable wretch, 

That hath bene breeder of thefe dire cue ntt* 

Lucius. Set him breaft detpe in earth and famifli him ■ 
There let him fland and raue andery for foode, 

If any onei eleeucs or pitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is out dooms. 

Some 
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Some ftayto feehimfaftned in the earth. 

Aron Ah why fbould wrath be mute, and fury dumb* 
lam no baby I, that with bafe prajers 
I fpould repen f the tuils I haue done, 

T tn thonfand worfethen eucr yet I did, 

Would I performeifl might haue my will, 

Ifone good d<;ed in all m y life I did, 
l,doe repept if from ray very fonle. 

Lucius. Some louing friends conuev the Emperour hence 
And giue him buriallin hisfathers graue, 

My father and Lauiniafhall forth with 
Be dofed in our houiholds monument: 

As for thathano us Tiger Tamora, 

No funerdl ritei nor roan in mournefull weeds, 
Nomournefuljbefl fliall ring her buriall. 

But throw her forth to beafband birds to prey^ 

Her life was bcaftly and dcuoid ofpitty, • W t 

And being fo fhall haue like want ofpitty. 

See iufticftdenc on Aron that t^smbd Moore t 
By whome our heauy haps had their beginning s 
Then afterwards to^rder well the ftate. 

That like euents may here it ruinate. 
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